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Farewell to 1943
years in the history of humanity have disappeared into the past with less regret among
the sons of men than the year
1943. While it has undoubtedly
seen the assurance of victory for
the United Nations and the first
gray streaks on the horizon of
peace, it has also been a year in
which a tremendous price has
been paid for the promise of the
future.
1943 has been 365 days of almost incredible human tragedy.
Europe, already decadent spiritually, is now ruined physically.
Asia faces starvation. The entire
world is coming close to one of
the most staggering tasks in its
sad history. Soon the hour of reconstruction must begin.
So 1943 passes with no regrets.
It was a year of preparation and
anticipation. Unless all the signs
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fail, 1944 will be a year of action.
Plans are apparently made which
will see fruition during the days
after January 1.
Also for the Church, 1943 was
a year in which the present had
to give way to the future. \tVe are
happy to see that the Church is
planning for tomorrow. We have
not made as many mistakes in
1943 as in 1917 and 1918. We are
more ready for the future. There
is a greater realism in our approach to the vast problems and
opportunities of the Church.
As we say farewell to 1943, it
has never been more necessary to
say: "The past is done. Get on
with the future." Providence is
giving us another chance. The
years between 1944 and 1950 will
be decisive years. They will require high courage, great wisdom,
and fine goodness. We must measure up to their demands. 1943
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was a transition year, an opportunity to think, to measure, to
evaluate. 1944 will begin an era
of action in every field of human
endeavor. We must be ready for
it.

Noted Economist Passes
1f N the early part of October,
ll RichardT. Ely died at the age
of 89. The death of Prof. Ely
marks the passing of one of our
outstanding American economists.
Students in the field of economics
maintain that perhaps no single
American directed the thinking of
our people into lines that have
received expression in certain
movements since the turn of the
century, such as the progressive
movement of Theodore Roosevelt,
the "New Freedom" of Woodrow
Wilson, and the "New Deal" of
Franklin Roosevelt.
Ely had accumulated a vast store
of know ledge in his field through
extensive study and research and
through his wide experience as a
teacher. In addition to his studies
at American schools, he spent
years of intensive work in the
European universities of Halle,
Heidel berg, Geneva, and the
Royal Statistical Bureau in Berlin.
At Heidelberg, he earned his
Ph.D. in 1879. Upon his return to
America he occupied professorships at Johns Hopkins (1881-92),

at the University of Wisconsin
(1892-1925), and at Northwestern
University (1925-33) ·
Although Prof. Ely spoke or
wrote little during the last ten
years of his life, products of his
mind and pen have been extensively used in our colleges and
universities. Those among us who
had courses in economics during
our college years will recall Ely's
Outlines of Economics as one of
our texts or references.
Ely rna y be regarded ·as the
founder of the school of American
economists who regarded "the
state as an agency whose positive
assistance is one of the indispensable conditions of human progress." He could not reconcile
himself to the laissez-faire doctrine
as defended by Adam Smith and
others. Nevertheless, he was a
strong supporter and defender of
private enterprise.
The death of Prof. Richard T.
Ely brought forth a number of
fine editorial comments, of which
the following was paid this eminent scholar by the New York
Times:
In Wisconsin he was not only a
great teacher but a public adviser
during the years when the elder La
Follette was making that state a
proving ground for social and political ideas, many of them later adopted
as common practice. So much of what
he taught was accepted that in his
later years he did not seem radical at
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all. One may find in his Outlines of
Economics a clear and logical defense
of private enterprise.
What will be longest remembered
by all those who sat in his classes or
knew him are his character and personality.... He believed in democracy and the American destiny. He had
flawless courage. And he was a great
teacher.

Juvenile Delinquency
A By-product of War
IRLS

are roaming the streets,

G hanging around honky-tonks, in

search of excitement and adventure, in
many cases because nothing better is
provided for them. They have been
tagged with such hideous names as
"Victory Girls" because, seeking
amusement, they have thought they
were finding it, too often in a uniform. In truth, these are "forgotten
girls," left to shift for themselves
while both their parents work or
engage in volunteer war activities or
other projects that take them away
from home.
This report was published in
a Birmingham, Alabama, newspaper. The situation in that city
has become so alarming because of
the increasing spread of juvenile
delinquency and venereal disease
that the city and county commissioners have appealed to religious,
educational, and civic organizations for help.
The Birmingham police department reported that of about 200
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persons arrested for vagrancy each
month, 18 per cent are found to
be infected with venereal disease,
and more than three-fourths of the
infected are women-largely Negroes. The number of syphilis
cases in the county in which Birmingham is located is estimated
at 5o,ooo.
The measures recommended to
stem this alarming tide are more
parental control and better recreational and entertainment facilities.
While Birmingham is chiefly
concerned about safeguarding its
citizens, what about the many
thousands of our young men in
the armed forces who are receiving
their military training in the
vicinity of Birmingham? It is reported that from 5,ooo to 8,ooo
soldiers visit the city each weekend
and are naturally exposed to the
horrifying conditions in the city.
The governmental authorities
are less interested in preventing
breaches of morality on the part
of the men in training, but are
primarily concerned about the
consequences which disqualify
these men from becoming good
soldiers. The real burden in the
solution of the problem rests upon
the Church. The chaplains in our
camps and other places where men
in military service are stationed
perform a service which cannot
be overestimated. The Christian
parent or relative of a soldier or
sailor will appreciate all the more
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that our government not only
permits chaplains to serve in
our army and navy but requests
and urges that their number be
increased.

Needed: Protection for Men
in charge of the service
center in a southern city told
us that serious moral dangers arise
for men in uniform not only
from professional women of pleasure but also from women who
come from more respectable walks
of life and who pursue men in the
armed forces.
A respectable man of family of
our acquaintance who occupies a
position of responsibility in a
large defense plant told us that
grave dangers arose for the morals
of men in their plant from the
advances made toward them by
not only the unmarried but particularly also the married women
there employed.
A wife and mother who is helping out the family exchequer by
working in a defense plant recently stated that there was much
immorality among the employees
of their company, not because
men were misleading women, but
because women unblushingly
sought to seduce men.
When the evidence comes from
men and women, from the laity
and the clergy, one can hardly
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wave it aside as though it were
but a bugaboo of such as view
all things with alarm.
Add to conditions such as we
have referred to above the growing instances of juvenile delinquency and crime throughout our
country, and then we can realize
more clearly that our greatest national foes are to be seen not in
the military enemies whom we
have in other lands but rather in
the declining state of morals on
the part of the wives, mothers,
and children of our own country. We can protect our military
forces and our physical possessions
against military foes by sending
greater and better trained armies
equipped with .mightier instruments of death than the enemy
can marshal, but we cannot in
any comparably simple way protect the men of our country and
the future of our' nation against
the want of morality on the part
of the wives and mothers of today and on the part of their sons
and daughters who will be America's fathers and mothers tomorrow.

Increasing Interest in the Bible
uBrBLEs BY THE BILLioN" is the
heading of an article recently contributed by Charles Lanius
to Coronet (Oct.). Mr. Lanius informs us:

December 1943
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In the United States there are
about 100 Bible societies. By far the
largest is the American Bible Society
with headquarters at Park Avenue
and 57th St., New York City. Last
year the Society sold and distributed
5,371,293 volumes of Holy Scripture
in this country. It was an all time
high, the peak of 127 years in business.
Another record is expected this year.
Distribution in the United States for
the first quarter of 1943 is 42 per cent
higher than that of the same period
in 1942.

Never has the Bible been so eagerly sought after. There has never been
such confusion. There have never
been so many people treading new
paths or so many so far from their
homes. There has never been so much
temptation and so much suffering on
so widespread a scale as now. People
are turning to the Bible for solace in
their trouble.

The government recognizes the
importance of the Bible for men
in military service. "Every life raft
contains a New Testament in a
water proof covering which goes
in with the food packages. They
are also part of the equipment in
Merchant Marine life boats. Navy
heads agree that spiritual guidance is sometimes as necessary to
torpedoed and shipwrecked men
as food."
Every Christian rejoices in this
good news and hopes that the
threatening paper shortage will
not seriously interfere with the
publication of millions upon millions more Bibles in the many languages spoken by peoples of the
earth. Every Christian rejoices,
too, that the Bible is being read
by more people than perhaps ever
before and that it is bringing divine comfort into the hearts of
many who had heretofore paid no
attention to it. We believe in the
truth of Mr. Lanius's observations:

the fall of France
F in 1940, General
Petain issued

Liquor Does Not Win Wars
OLLOWING

the statement:
Our soldiers were drunk and could
not fight. Since the victory of the
World War the spirit of pleasure, of
riotous living and drinking prevailed
over the spirit of sacrifice.

At the time of her fall, France
was consuming more alcoholic
beverages per capita than any other nation in the world. Hitler had
forbidden his youths to drink.
Drink was largely responsible for
the loss of Singapore almost without a fight. But why go on? Everyone knows the story. Drink reduces efficiency. Yet, strange to
say, although almost every other
industry in America has been curtailed, the liquor industry remains
practically untouched. Only a year
and a half ago, a writer in the
Brewers Digest could say:
One of the finest things that could
have happened to the brewery industry was the insistence by high-ranking
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officers to make beer available at army
camps. The opportunity presented to
the brewing industry by this measure
is so obvious that it is superfluous to
go into detail. Here is a chance for
the brewers to cultivate a taste for
beer in millions of young men who
will eventually constitute the largest
be~r consuming section of our population.

tiona! Young Men's Christian Association, made some significant
revelations.
He declared that treatment of
Allied war prisoners in German
camps is as good as that accorded
Axis prisoners by the United Nations and added that the same had
been found true of most Italian
camps
before Italy's surrender.
Is it to be wondered at that
many boys in military service who Since then, he said, information
before they were inducted never about prison camps in Italy had
tasted liquor have since become been fragmentary.
Dr. Mott also described the edsla;es of this consuming passion?
ucational
and recreational courses
Is It a?y wo~der that vice among
men In uniform is taking on established by the War Prisoners'
fearful proportions? Drunkenness Ai~ So.ciety in enemy camps to
and venereal disease accompany maintain morale. Certain Euroeach .other and are eating at pean camps, with population of
the vitals of our nation. What nearly Ioo,ooo, he said, offer inshall we do about it? Promote an- struction in technical and social
other era of prohibition? Surely subjects, with curricula outlined
not. Rather let those who know and courses accredited by contiwhat God says about drunkenness nental universities.
'1\Tith respect to treatment given
and vice warn against these sins
American
prisoners by the Japaand their fearful consequences, in
nese
Dr.
Mott
declared that the
their own lives set an example of
diet
of
rice
and
raw
and dried fish
holy and God-pleasing living, and'
support every honest social en- given American prisoners met the
deavor to provide for the men and calory requirements of the Geneva
women in uniform the kinds of Conference, but was wholly inadepleasures which are ennobling quate for soldiers accustomed to
greater variety. Japan has since
rather than degrading.
been induced to add fruit to the
diet of her prisoners, he added .
. Though we have reason to quesAmerican Prisoners of War
tiOn some of the statements made
by Dr. Mott, it does appear that
OME time ago Dr. John R.
Mott, head of the War Pris- on the whole the Axis Powers
oners' Aid Society of the Interna- are giving Allied prisoners better

§
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treatment in this war than many
writers and news-commentators
would have us believe.

Approaching a National Scandal
a recent survey conducted by
Prof. Harold S. Tuttle, of New
York, in which 7,896 eighth-grade
boys and girls filled out questionnaires designed to reveal their attitudes toward school, vocational
choice, and civic and moral standards, Dr. Tuttle discovered that
41 per cent of the students said
they had no objection to cheating in examinations. With respect
to civic and moral attitudes the
Doctor says:

I
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On questions reflecting civic and
moral attitudes the statistics show
that devotion to the ideals of democratic living and conformity to civic
standards is low the country over.
The poorest scores were made along
the eastern sea-board. But nowhere
are ideals high enough to give much
promise for the citizenship of the next
generation.

It would be hazardous on the
basis of this one survey to pass
judgment on the attitudes of
American youth and to make predictions regarding the future. But
when we bear in mind the fearful
rise of juvenile delinquency and
Mr. E. J. Hoover's very recent pronouncement: "As a nation we have
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failed to realize the seriousness of
the increase in youthful crime
since the outbreak of the war.
Here is a problem that is approaching a national scandal,"
then we are justified in viewing
the future with some alarm. There
is sufficient evidence that nations
whose standards of civic and moral
attitudes sink below certain accepted levels hasten their own dissolution and destruction. Much
has been said in recent years about
the failure of American homes.
But we might also inquire: Just
what are schools doing in the way
of strengthening the moral fiber
of their pupils and students? Unless they are ready on a wider
scale to assume responsibility for
the training of those entrusted to
their care, they are, on their part,
contributing proportionately to
the decline of American civic and
moral standards.

Incomes in the Year 1941
Secretary Morgenthau
made public the list of incomes above $7 5,ooo for the year
1941. It included 922 names, 215
of them movie figures. Louis B.
Mayer, movie producer, topped
the list with an income of $949,765.84. Among movie stars we find
Bud Abbot and Lou Costello, who
jointly received $224,458 salary
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and $363,964 "other compensation." Other movie stars whose income exceeded that of $2oo,ooo
were Jeannette McDonald, Bing
Crosby, Gary Cooper, Bob Hope,
Claudette Colbert, and Bette Davis. Eugene G. Grace, President of
Bethlehem Steel Co., was third in
the list, with an income of $537,724.
For industries and movies to
pay salaries as high as those made
public by Mr. Morgenthau is indicative of the great wealth which
our country possesses. It is indicative also of the fact that Americans are willing to pay high salaries for services which, from their
point of view, are deserving of rich
compensation. When one contemplates for a moment, however, that
such benefactors of the human
race as eminent physicians, outstanding scientists, able statesmen,
and great preachers are conspicuously absent from this list, and
that these are the individuals who,
more than any other group, make
possible our American way of life,
we again become conscious of the
sad truth that, on the whole, American people are given very largely
to material interests and to the
achievement of immediate pleasures and passing satisfactions.
When we recall, by way of example, that the chief executive of
our country receives a stipulated
salary of only $75,000, that some
of our most eminent scientists who

do intensive research work in the
large laboratories in our country
receive salaries which never exceed five figures, one has a right to
question the ideas of most Americans. Furthermore, when one contemplates that there are millions
who even in prosperous times such
as these barely eke out an existence and that there are tens of
thousands who are daily perishing
of hunger and want in countries
like India and China, one does
wish that ways and means could
be found for a more equitable distribution of the wealth with which
God has blessed our own country.

Insurance and Our
Armed Forces
ccoRDING to figures released reA cently
the United States government had up till May of this
year issued insurance policies totaling $46,ooo,ooo,ooo on the lives
of men in the armed forces. This
amounts to more than the policies written by all the life insurance companies of the country
put together in the past seven
years. Since the private companies
stopped writing insurance protection against war casualties after
Pearl Harbor, the government insurance is not regarded as strictly
competitive.
Most policies written by private
companies before 1941 did not ex-
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elude war risks. So far the payments made by big insurance companies on service men's policies
have been negligible, amounting
to $14,ooo,ooo in 1942, the first
full year of American participation in the war. This amounted to
only I Y2 per cent of the more
than one billion dollars in death
claims paid out during the year.
As American citizens we may be
truly happy that our government
is providing magnanimously for
the financial security of those who
are fighting America's battles as
well as their dependents. It is a
disheartening revelation, however,
to read that among the beneficiaries of these millions of insurance holders there are wives who
became married to service men for
the sole reason of benefiting from
their insurance policies. Cases are
on record also of women who had
married up to five and ~even men
in the armed forces and had
claimed the death benefits. In this
connection attention should also
be called to the disgrace which
some wives of men in service are
bringing upon themselves by continuing to accept the monthly allotments of those men in service
to whom they became unfaithful.
Fortunately, the Dependency Bureau and the F.B.I. are making every effort not only to examine the
claims of those wives. and dependents who are receiving monthly
allotments, but also the claims of
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those who apply for death benefits. Americans may rest assured
that individuals who attempt to
deal dishonestly with the funds
which the government has set
aside for the benefit of dependents
of our men in the armed forces
are being vigorously prosecuted.

Policing the World
o police the world or .n ot to
T police
the world. That's a question agitating the minds of thousands of our countrymen these
days. Its pros and cons are being
argued day in and day out in barber shops, in the halls of Congress, in restaurants, in the press,
in taverns, in parlors, among diplomats, in schools, and almost everywhere. But why should we even
think of policing the world after
the war? We're determined to defeat Germany and Japan conclusively and convincingly. And we'll
make our word good. We'll force
the aggressor nations to disgorge
their loot, and we'll burn a lesson
deep into their future history.
We'll soon have the largest
navy ever to sail the seven seas
since the dawn of history. In fact,
there's every reason to believe that
when the war is over our fleet
will number five ships to Britain's
one. Our air power will be tremendous, and surely we'll be able
to come to friendly and satisfac-
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tory agreements with John Bull
as to bases for our planes. N aturally, there'll be temporary armies,
navies, and air armadas of occupation when the Third Reich and
Nippon lay down their arms; but
why, in the name of common
sense, should we organize international police forces which, in the
very nature of things, are bound
to lead to squabbles and bickering of all kinds? We want to do
all we can to prevent future Hitlers and future Tojos from disturbing the peace; but it's safe to
say that police forces made up of
fighting men from the victorious
nations couldn't accomplish that
purpose for us. Wouldn't they
lead to innumerable outcroppings
of power policies? Isn't it likely
that there'd be entirely too much
quarrelling among the police
themselves?
What, then, should we do after we've defeated our powerful
enemies and rendered them impotent? Let's concentrate on getting along in cordial friendship
with our fellow-victors, and let's
not try to lord it, in Hitlerian

fashion, over the conquered nations. Furthermore, let's resolve
here and now to do all we can to
improve things in our own land.
Have we ourselves realized fully
the democratic way of life for
which we are fighting? Will anyone say that we've reached perfection? T. V. Soong, China's able
Minister of Foreign Affairs, recently made a statement which we
should ponder carefully and humbly. Speaking to us of the United
States about the goal of his own
people, he said:
If I could sum it up in a sentence I
would say that what they want ... is
a revolutionary faith on your partrevolutionary faith in yourselves and
in the possibilities of democracy and
your democratic allies-faith enough
to let yourselves and the other principal United Nations start nowrealistically-to build the kind of
democratic world that can stay democratic after this conflict is over.

1\-Ien of wisdom and good will
are dismissing from their minds
any plan of policing the world after the war. Besides, our fighting
·men have no stomach for work of
that kind.
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PILGRIM
((All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side.''
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
B Y
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In Thee Tonight
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sical ability of a quartet whose
total age was about twenty-five
years and whose joy over Christmas was always so much greater
than its artistry. . . . Although I
am sure now, after all these years,
that we did not sing well, I am
also sure that at the Christmas
matins, before the sun had come
up over New York, we carried
into the lighted church something
that only children can bring to
the Child-a great joy over His
coming, a waking sense of wonder, a lifting happiness over the
things He had brought with Him,
the tree, the candles, and the
snow . . . .
There were, of course, some
material matters which required
thought and attention .... Down
at Goldstein's Stationery, on Tremont Avenue, lay a Christmas
present for Father and Mother
which was only half ours. . . .
Throughout November and December we had been unusually
attentive to all visiting friends
and relatives and the results had

s I remember, the first modern
carol we learned when we
were very young was Phillips
Brooks' "0 Little Town of Bethlehem." ... Before that our shrill
voices, blended somewhat haphazardly in a quartet whose major
characteristic was the rugged individualism of the junior members wandering off and up in adlibbing descant, knew only such
ancient Christmas hymns as
"Adeste Fideles" and "In Dulci
Jubilo." ... We never understood
all the words, but by comparing
the Latin text with the English
or the German we arrived at an
approximation of the meaning of
our song. . . . When we entered
the nineteenth century through
"Silent Night, Holy Night," life
became much simpler. . . . The
alto was easier to carry and the
transition to "Away in a Manger"
and "0 Little Town of Bethlehem"
was accomplished with a sense of
joy and relief. . . . These carols
were more in line with the mu-

A
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been good .... But Mr. Goldstein
was a hard man with no use for
lend-lease arrangements and his
price remained fixed at $6.g5 .. ·.. ·
On Christmas morning, as we
wandered into the choir loft, our
last hope lay in the generosity
of the deacons, the members of
the Ladies' Aid, and our Sunday
School teachers. . . . If we sang
well there might be a windfall
which would enable us to dash
triumphantly down to Mr. Goldstein between services and give
him a handful of nickels and
dimes which he invariably counted
with exasperating suspicion. . . .
Only once, I remember, were the
tables turned. . . . One memorable Christmas morning kindly
Mrs. Ernst, now long with God,
pressed a five dollar bill into
Mickey's hand. . . . There was a
brief delay while we persuaded
him that this gift was not an exclusive recognition of his work as
first soprano, but clearly a tribute to the performance of the
quartet as a whole. . . . When
Mickey remonstrated that under
those circumstances she would
have given him four dollars, we
had to call in the treasurer of the
parish to tell him that there was
no such thing as a four dollar
bill and that five dollars could be
divided into four parts without
a remainder. . . . That settled the
matter.... Five minutes later we
presented ourselves at Goldstein's

counter-two peering at him above
the edge and two below-and
scornfully announced that we
were through with his cheap merchandise and wanted something
expensive or we would transfer
our patronage to better stores.
... When he pointed out that we
had made a down payment on
something, we replied that the
rich should not be held responsible for the limitations of their
days of poverty .... The past was
done. . . . He was, we let him
know, dealing with men of wealth
who would have only the best.
. . . At this point my memory
wavers, but I seem to recall that
Mr. Goldstein craftily agreed and
that we marched off with a gift
even more gaudy and useless than
our original selection.... It was
a happy Christmas ... .
All this comes back now and
the years of dusk and dawn and
life and death are as a moment.
. . . How curious is this compression of the years which always
comes with Christmas. . . . The
world is pressed into the little
town of Bethlehem and time
shrinks until it fits the hand of
the Child. . . . Yesterday, today,
and .tomorrow become the etermi.l
Now because God put on the garments of time and gave us the
power to shed them as quickly
and quietly in spirit and in heart
as He first put them on. . . . We
did not know that as we sang-
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"The hopes and fears of all the
years
Are met in thee tonight."
We knew only that something
great had been going on these
many years . . . . Something that
was like nothing else in the world.
. . . A Savior had been born, they
told us, and because He had been
born, He was now always here as
close as the people in Church on
Christmas morning and even more
kind and generous. . . . That was
all we knew then and assuredly
we know little more even now.
... We have learned more words
and we try to put them together
so that, set in some order, they
may, by the grace of the Child,
say what can finally, in time and
in eternity, only be sung. . . .
Between us and the children in
New York three decades ago that
is about the only difference, at
Christmas time and all the rest of
the year ..

* * *
thee tonight! ... The hopes
and fears of the years meet at
the moment of death for our fears
and the moment of birth for our
hopes . . . . Again we have an example, perhaps the greatest before
Calvary, of the fact that God has
His own way of doing things,
strange beyond reason and sense.
. . . Truly the manger was a small
place for such a large meeting of

I

I

N

the intangibles of history.
Around a Babe in the straw He
bundled the terror of the heathen
on dark nights in the forest, the
fear of men face to face with the
unknown in time or in the heart,
the fear of death. . . . These and
many more had marched beside
us like ghosts for many years ....
Now they were gone because they
could not live where God is. . . .
And in their places were hopes,
new and high and holy, of a
world without the terror of death,
of a life of forgiveness, of angels
singing forever of peace .... The
little town of Bethlehem saw the
silent massing of all the powers
of heaven and earth around the
manger of a Child .... Only God
could think of something like
that . . . .

• • •
thee tonight! ... Once a year
the amazing concentration of
the world's attention on Bethlehem provides much material for
the observer of human nature.
... Why does a hard, sophisticated age, in time and mood so far
removed from running shepherds
and little towns and chanting angels, turn, year after year, like a
prodigal sick for home to a Judean village? . . . The answer, I
believe, lies in those three words,
"sick for home." ...
A few years ago Alexander
Woollcott was discussing the

I
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strange power of The Green Pastures to move audiences of hardened Broadwayites so deeply that
"the fall of each curtain would
discover a houseful of playgoers
all sheepishly wiping their eyes."
... Mr. Woollcott added:
Have you ever heard the song of
Joseph and Mary and the cherry
trees? It tells of the two walking in
the summertime countryside. Mary,
weary and hungry, asks Joseph to
pluck her some cherries. Joseph-in
these old moralities he was more
often than not a figure of fun-bids
her pick the fruit herself if she wants
some. But this she cannot do, for she
is heavy with child. At that there is
heard in the wondering orchard the
voice of the unborn Child. "Cherry
trees," the small voice says, "my
mother is hungry. Cherry trees, bow
down that she may eat." And lo, at
that word all the sweet-burdened
branches of all the trees bow down
to the ground. Well, that is the canticle of Joseph and Mary and the
cherry trees. I have heard it sung by
a minstrel in the firelight and, as the
last note of it hung in the air, found
my lashes wet with quick, inexplicable tears. To me that old song and
The Green Pastures seem to have an
element in common. That element
is innocence. Perhaps those whom
they most readily move to tears are
people who, for all we know, are
crying in the cold and the dark,
weeping for something their world
has lost.
That's it. . . . Our lost innocence, and in a higher and deeper
sense than Mr. Woollcott imag-

ines.... I have often been in the
great, crowded churches of New
York at midnight on Christmas
Eve and have seen it there-the
sudden grasping for a lost world,
the sharp surge of a forgotten
hope, the stabbing memory of a
neglected faith. . . . Our mess of
pottage has grown cold now and
our wine of pleasure has turned
bitter on our lips . . . . And our
tears are all the more real because
we have forgotten that the Child
has come to restore forgotten
things .... That's what John 3:16
means and the angels' song and
the Magnificat of Mary . . . . The
trouble is that each year we treat
the Child as a visitor and His
birth as the coming of a momentary guest. . . . We return as
quickly as possible to the dark
silence and false safety of the
sheepfolds of earth. . . . We forget that He came to stay for a
long time beyond December 25
as a brother and a Savior .... Because we have forgotten that, the
meaning of His coming is lost in
a wave of sentimentality, in buying and selling, and the lights on
our trees and in our hearts grow
dark again and the spirit of
Christmas dies and we go back
to our mean ways and little fears
and living death. . . . No wonder
that our momentary joy on Christmas Eve is always close to tears.
. . . We look at something that
we cannot keep. . .. Once a year
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we see it, the lighted, open door
of our Father's house, and we are
sick for home. . . . Only because
the Child asks us to bow our heads
and because we must bow them
if we want to see Him lying in the·
Manger, we prefer to remain outside in the cold and loneliness of
our dark pride. . . .
This, then, is our task and our .
joy as the Holy Midnight comes.
. . . To bow the head and bend
the knee as ever when we were
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children, to see the angels come
on kind and silent wings, to know
that in the compassionate dominion of the Child is the power
to hold the wind and turn the
hour. . . . We knew that many
years ago as only children can
know it, and perhaps on Christmas Eve the voice of the Child,
now no longer crying in the
night, but strong with glory and
honor, will remind us: "Except
ye become as little children." ...

Absence
Our Father's House with wide and starlit dome
Encompasses the whole of time and space,
And we, His children, live within His Home,
But oh, so seldom do we seek His face.
Through shining hours we go from room to room
To lose ourselves among the tinsel toys,
Until the shadow of impending doom
Descends to rob us of our fleeting joys.

a Qhristmas
<3arland

by The Cresset Associates

1the 1Cight of the illlJorld
was night when the Angel of
the Lord brought to the shepherds of Bethlehem the good news
of the birth of the Savior of the
world; it was night when the heavenly hosts sang their glorious
hymn of praise to God and peace
on earth. But there was no night in
the hearts of those lowly tenders
of sheep after they had heard the
stirring message from on high.
Around them was darkness; but
within them there shone a piercing light. God had commanded
"the light to shine out of darkness," and it shone in the hearts
of the shepherds "to give the
know ledge of the glory of God in
the face of Jesus Christ."
It is night in the world today
as we hear once more the tidings of the birth of the Godman.
About us there is darkness- the
darkness of strife, the darkness of
fear, the darkness . of uncertainty.
When will this terrible carnage
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cease? How long, 0 Lord, how
long will You permit man to kill
and maim his fellowmen in this
ghastly war? When will there be
peace? The blackness of greed and
hate envelopes the world. Is there
a light to show us where we may
find comfort and hope?
Thank God, there is a light for
us today-a light that pierces the
thick gloom of sin, a light that
points the way to the one and only
source of lasting solace in this
war-scarred world. It is the light
that comes again at the Christmastide from the skies above the
plains of Bethlehem - the light
that takes fear out of our hearts
and gives us unshakable hope, the
light that changes hate into love.
It is the Light of the World. It is
"a burning and a shining light."
Let us rejoice in it, not only for
a season but as long as we live;
Men are fighting to the death today. They are bickering and bartering, they are scheming and
planning, they are destroying and
16
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threatening; but many, too many,
of them are over looking the Light
in which men shall see light.
Yes, it is night in the world today, black night. But the Christmas message brings us a burning
brightness; it shows us the Light
of which the prophet of the Lord
spoke long ago when he said,
"Arise, shine, for thy light is
come." Men are looking forward
to the day when the lights will
go on again throughout the globe;
but history has taught us that
lights of that kind go on and off
intermittently with the passing of
the years. Only the light that
comes from the message of the
new-born King shines constantly
and with overwhelming brightness through all the ages. Only
that light can enlighten the hearts
and the minds of men for time
and for eternity.

ilnto ~on
~AN

6
is born ... a cSa\lior

longs for a savior. The

JV..ll Jews expected a savior. The
heathen invent saviors. To devise
saviors moves as the chief element
in heathenism, from gross fetishism, on through all forms of heathen symbolism, plasticism, and
liturgicism, even up into the regions of intellectual idol-worship.
For some, in this land of ours,
Nature is the savior. Nature has
healing balsam for the wounded
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heart. Has not all the evil of life
arisen from its breaking loose
from Nature, from its forgetting
her laws, and from its deviation
from her order? Do not the fragrance of the flower, the majesty
of the heavens, and the wonders
of the deep calm the troubled
soul? Back, therefore, to N aturel
Nature cannot be the savior.
The peace built on wavering feelings and rapturous contemplation
gives way often suddenly and violently to fearful horror, when the
dark death-dominion of Nature
yawns before man like an inappeasable mass-grave, and the arch
of heaven presents itself to cold
contemplation as an immeasurable abyss of suns in which this
earth runs its course as an insignificant atom.
But if Nature cannot be the savior, Art can be. Art presents the
beautiful. Art completes and reconciles. Art lifts the view out of
its narrow environment and procures for it the delightful contemplation of something whole,
complete, perfect, and free.
Art cannot be the savior. It does
not remove the evil of life. It can
only cause it to be for a moment
forgotten. It is powerless before
bare, blank misery. Art is indebted to the flight of fancy. Life
wants more than products of the
flight of fancy.
Philosophy is to be the savior.
Philosophy lifts the soul above the

-------- - ---------------------------------------------------·
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bestial and banal. It is the sacred
shrine erected by reason's noblest
efforts and the safe refuge for the
soaring intellect.
Philosophy cannot be the savior. Though it begins in wonder,
it frequently ends in disappointment and despair. Its unifying
principles are as strong as their
weakest links. And every philosophic system has weak links.
Civilization is to be the savior,
man's rise by his own boot-straps
from the brute and bar bar ian to
the homo sapiens. Man is progressing. The millennium of peace and
security is around the corner when
allied nations will put into operation the lofty principles of the
Atlantic Charter and the Moscow
agreement.
Civilization is not the savior.
't\Tith the increase of civilization
there is connected the increase of
evil. Civilization renders not only
the understanding, but also the
passions of man more clever and
more cunning. Refined extravagances and cruelties occur only in
civilized, not in uncivilized life.
And much of Western civilization
is tottering.
Morality is to be the savior. Immorality is the mother of all evil.
The less immorality, the less evil
in the world. The more virtue,
the more perfection, nobility, and
dignity of life. Life is saved when
moral principles are universally
current and dominant.

Morality cannot be the savior.
It stands in fresh, green life like
a dry branch hung with clattering categorical imperatives which,
indeed, frighten many a sparrow
away from the wheat, but do not
cause the wheat to grow. Morality
compels external, but not internal
obedience. Morality condemns,
Morality connives, but Morality
does not pardon.
Science is to be the savior. Science has prolonged man's life and
alleviated human suffering. It has
freed man's heart from baseless
fears and haunting superstitions.
It has made life a pleasant merrygo-round for many.
Science is not the savior. Science has been unable to remove
from society volcanic outbursts of
heated passions. Science has made
possible a war of global dimensions and the destruction within
a few hours of wide areas of civilization.
Jesus Christ, born on Christmas
day, is the Savior. "Unto you is
born ... a Savior," said God's messenger. Jesus Christ is God's unspeakable gift to man. He realized the hope of pious Jews. He
consummated what pagan thought
was powerless to invent. He
achieved what Nature, Art, Philosophy, Civilization, Morality, and
Science were unable to perform.
He atoned for sin, the ultimate
source of man's fears and griefs
and needs. He alone, in the twi-
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light of this dying world, brings
pardon and peace into broken
hearts. He is the only hope of the
world.

6
Q:hristmas 51. B. 1913
it is true that never before in
the history of the world has
there been a global war like the
present; never before has a war
been so costly to wage; never before has a war devoured the natural resources of nations to such a
degree; never before have the devastation and destruction been so
great; never before have armies
and navies of such number and
size been pitted against one another; never before have men and
munitions been moved so many
miles from war zone to war zone;
and never before has the loss of
human life, civilians and soldiers,
reached such heights; then this
is also _true· that the world has
reached an all-time low in hatred
and animosity and the long train
of evils that follow in the wake
of war.
If this war proves anything, it
proves that the world is sick. It is
not the whole but the sick who
need a physician, and the sicker
a patient, the more he needs a
doctor. What a blessing, then, that
we can celebrate Christmas in the
midst of this world-wide scene of
bitterness and anguish. Christmas
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is really in tended for times like
the present. Christmas proclaims
that God so loved this wicked and
war-torn world that He gave His
only-begotten Son. And for what?
To save us from our sins and from
ourselves. It is this Christ who
walks the battlefields of our world
this Christmas Day wherever His
message is proclaimed or echoed
in the hearts of men - to bring
peace in the noise and din of battle, to bring hope to the wounded
and dying, to give rest to the souls
of friend and foe alike, and to
ease the pain and heal the broken
hearts.
It was a Christian Japanese who
expressed this great truth in the
following beautiful lines:

~

"White snowflakes falling, falling;
Children's voices calling, calling;
Dance with joy, my heart!
We celebrate Christ's coming,
Eager footsteps crowding, running,
All sharp pain forgot!

•

1Cht jftstinal of Q:hildrrn
is called "the children's festival." Surely not
because they look happily forward to sweets and new toys and
the glitter of the lighted Christmas tree, but because they can
/(lHRISTMAS

~
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and do receive the Wonderful
Story as it should be received: in
simple, unquestioning faith. We
who have left our childhood far
behind are likely to feel a certain
wistfulness at the sight of their
joy and to wish that we could
turn back the years for just the
one night, so we could mingle
with them on equal terms. And
why should we not do so? Because
we are now hardheaded, disillusioned, matter-of-fact dwellers in
a cold everyda·y world and know
no other? Too bad for us if that
is so. Too bad if the "common
sense" and the "rea~oning powers" that we have developed
through our contacts with this
shadow world have so encrusted
our nature that we are locked up

in our little shell and can no
longer hear the voices that speak
to us from the great world of true
reality beyond. Children can hear
those voices, and therefore the
',Yord of eternal Truth says, "Except ye become as little children.
... " But that also indicates that
such a reversal can take place,
that we can recover what as children we had. We can become
children of God in every sense,
thanks to the transforming might
of His Spirit. And then, in the
blessed Yule days, we shall again
be able, with the clear eye of the
child, to catch glimpses of the
unearthly glory that streams out
as the angels draw aside the curtains of heaven to announce God's
wondrous gift to us.

Attacks upon fundamental liberties
are a challenge to the Church-

What About Religious Liberty
in Anmerica?--II
EUGENE WENGERT

religion or prohibiting the free
exercise thereof" becomes fatuous
speculation.
When religion is referred to in
the Constitution, it is assumed
that the Christian religion is
meant, or at any rate, a religion
with a similar ethic. Certain it is
that no religion is meant which,
according to our moral standards,
is considered "inimical to the
peace, good order, and morals of
society." Nevertheless, the Constitution itself makes no such limitation, and the application to the
Christian religion is arrived at by
judicial interpretation. In 1862,
Congress made plural marriages in
federal territories a crime. This
law was challenged by the Mormons, who claimed discrimination
in the free exercise of their religion, which prescribed polygamy.
The Supreme Court sustained the
law on the theory that one's religious belief could not be accepted
as justification for commission of

C\O far, the constitutional protec~ tion of religious freedom has

not been jeopardized by the sovereign police power, because the
objectives of the state did not
transcend the legal or political
rights of the individual or groups
of individuals. The individual
was the . functional unit in the
state. In the new philosophy, his
sole rights are no longer the determinative criterion. It is now contended that. the operational area
of the state transcends the individual, and, therefore, its every
action must be evaluated in relation to the total sum of its units.
Measured by such a standard, it
immediately becomes apparent
that legal rights, political and social institutions, private property,
even morals and religion, must
justify their continued existence
under the will of the police power.
To what extent, then, the First
Amendment provides protection
"respecting an establishment of
21
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an overt act made criminal by the
law of the land. In effect an act of
Congress by judicial interpretation became superior to the First
Amendment. This is not to say
that polygamy should be tolerated.
It merely indicates the connotation of police power, and that
religion is subject thereto.
The Court defined the word
"religion" extensively by pointing
out that before the adoption of
the Constitution statutes in the
colonies had made polygamy and
bigamy a crime, and that in most
of the civilized nations of the
world the marriage status was subject to the civil law. But then it
ended its definition by saying:
"However free the exercise of religion may be, it must be subordinate to the criminal laws of the
country, passed with reference to
actions regarded by general consent as properly the subjects of
punitive legislation."* Once before the Supreme Court had
spoken in the same vein. "To
permit this (polygamy) would be
to make the professed doctrines of
religious belief superior to the
law of the land, and in effect to
permit every c1 t1zen to become a
law unto himself. Government
could exist only in name under
such circumstances."** How secure then is religion and the free
•Davis vs . Beason, 133 U. S. 333.
Latter Day Saints (Mormon Church) vs. U. S., 136
u. s. 1.
.. Reynolds vs. U. S., 98 U. S. 145.

exercise thereof? Only so long as
it. may be tolerated by "general
consent.''

The First Amendment
HILE these decisions were
universally applauded by
.t he Churches and Christian morality, and while the definition positively implies the Christian religion, yet any law may be justified
on the theory that it prevents the
commission of an overt act of
criminality. The significance of
the reasoning lies in the fact that
the first amendment is not an absolute grant, and not in the fact
that it was applied in the case of
the Mormon Church. S<;> long as
the ideology of the nation rested
on Christian ethical concepts, religious liberty was not in jeopardy.
But will the same connotation apply under atheistic communism?
Or will the court then decide that
the Christian religion is "inimical
to the peace, good order, and morals of society?"
The masses today are looking
to the state, not so much as the
protector of its political rights and
freedom as the guarantor of economic independence and the creator of enonomic opportunities.
The powers of the state are expanding enormous! y, and the
boundaries to the area of its activities are no longer fixed and
permanent. In other words, the
Church must recognize that there

W
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is a totalitarian tendency the
world over; that the political
egalitarianism of the eighteenth
century is being displaced by the
economic totalitarianism of the
twentieth century. This change in
social thinking and philosophy of
the age is pregnant with dangerous potentialities for the principle
of religious freedom.
It need not be implied that the
abrogation of the first amendment
will come by violent revolution,
or even the adoption of a new
constitution. Most probably it will
not. Its application will be limited
or extended by a strange and
subtle dialectic and specious theorizing that the welfare of the
state demands a unification of all
its efforts for the supreme good.
Thus, the individual and independent groups, among which
the Church will be one, must focus their objectives in the interest
of the state or assume the risk of
conflict with the state. At that
time, any attempt to invoke the
protection of the first amendment
will be as futile as the action of
Sisyphus.
That this is no idle speculation
or unfounded pessimism seems to
be indicated in the dissenting
opinions of recent decisions by the
United States Supreme Court concerning the interpretation of the
First Amendment as applied to
the free exercise of religion. These
cases dealt with rights of Jehovah's
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't\Titnesses and municipal ordinances imposing a license fee for
distributing their religious literature. I shall quote several excerpts
from the dissenting opinions, for
in these I perceive the perverse
tendencies. In the Struther case
Justice Jackson says: "Civil liberties had their origin and must
find their ultimate guarantees in
the faith of the people. If that
faith should be lost, five or nine
men in Washington could not
long supply its wants. Therefore,
we must do our utmost to make
clear and easily understandable
the reasons for deciding these
cases as we do. Forthright observance of rights presupposes their
forthright definition." In the
same case Justice Frankfurter in
his dissenting opinion says:
From generation to generation
fresh vindication is given to the prophetic wisdom of the framers of the
Constitution in casting it in terms
so broad that it has adaptable vitality for the drastic changes in our society which they knew to be inevitable, even though they could not
foresee them. Thus, it has come to
be that the transforming consequences resulting from the pervasive
;ndustrialization of life finds the
commerce clause appropriate, for instance, for national regulation of an
aircraft flight wholly within a single
state. Such an exertion of power by
the national government over what
might seem to be a purely local transaction would, as a matter of abstract
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law, have been as unimaginable to
Marshall as to 1efferson precisely because neither could have
foreseen the present conquest of the
air. But law, whether derived from
acts of congress or the Constitution,
is not an abstraction. The Constitution cannot be applied in disregard
of the external circumstances in
which men live and move and have
their being. Therefore~ neither the
first nor the fourteenth amendment
is to be treated by judges as though
it were a mathematical abstraction,
an absolute, having no relation to

1ohn

the lives of men. •

A Great Challenge
June 3, 1940, the Supreme
Court decided the so-called
West Virginia flag salute case. It
involved the First Amendment and
the police power of the state of
West Virginia. A school child professing the faith of the Jehovah's
Witnesses had refused to salute
the flag, claiming that such action
was idolatry. The Court held that
the police power was superior to
the rights guaranteed under the
FirstAmendment.•• In a later case
from West Virginia involving the
interpretation of the same law,
the majority of the court perceiving the error of its argumentation
reversed its previous opinion and
decided that the law violated the
rights guaranteed by the First

O

N

• Murdock vs. Commonwealth of Pennsylvania, and
cases Nos. 480-487, 63 U. S. Sup. Ct. Rep. 870.
UMinerville School District vs. Gobitis, 310 U. S.

586.

Amendment. In this case I again
quote from the dissenting opinion
of Justice Frankfurter:
The constitutional protection of
religious freedom terminated disabilities, it did not create new privileges. It gave religious equality, not
civil immunity. Its essence is freedom
from conformity to religious dogma,
not freedom from conformity to law
because of religious dogma. • • •
The essence of religious freedom
guaranteed by our Constitution is
therefore this: No religion shall either receive the state's support or incur its hostility. Religion is outside
of the sphere of political government.
This does not mean that all matters
on which religious organizations or
beliefs may pronounce are outside
the sphere of government. Were this
so, instead of the separation of
Church and state, there would be
subordination of the state on any
matter deemed within the sovereignty of the religious conscience. Much
that is the concern of temporal authority affects the spiritual interests
of men. •

These quotations are indicative
of the new thinking that is taking place and which its advocates
are pleased to call progressive. But
they should also dispel any nebulous ideas that the Constitution
guarantees religious liberty without limitation. Recently there has
been imported in the law of the
Constitution the so-called "adaptable vitality" theory of interpreta•west Virginia Board of Education vs. Barnett ,
63 Sup. Ct. Rep. 1178.
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tion, which is alleged to be a mere to meet the exigencies of change
extension of the implied power and time becomes a nullity and
principle. However, the implied the Executive and the courts aspower principle of interpretation sume sovereign power.
is specifically inherent in the
Therefore the Churches, conpower granted under the Consti- fronted as they are with an intution. It dealt with method sidious philosophy of state and
rather than content and involved dealing with human beings as sothe issue of strict or liberal inter- cial factors, living in a community
pretation of the actual powers one with another, feeling the idegranted. In the case of the "adapt- ologies and thought patterns of
able vitality" theory, it is contend- the age, and in danger of abaned that every possible function of doning their cultural and tradigovernmental activity for all times tional heritages, have indeed reais already implicit in the Consti- son to feel alarmed. But the im·
tution. It is only a matter of judi- portant thing is a recognition of
cial interpretation to meet the these fundamental changes and
necessities of social and political social dynamics inherent in the
progress. In short, in the one in- situation and an intelligent atstance it is a reading out of the tempt at education and direction
Constitution, in the other it is a of society for the security of the
reading into the Constitution. Gospel, instead of a quietistic inThe ultimate consequences in the difference on the theory that man
different approach must be readi- cannot interfere with the Schickly apparent, for then the Consti- salstheorie of history. Although
tution is merely a directive and granting the teleological concepnot a protective instrument of tion of history, the fact remains
legal and political rights. The ar- that the "world doth move" politticle providing for amendments ically and socially.

"For what avail the plough or sail, or land or life, if
freedom fail?"
-RALPH WALDO EMERSON.

THE

ASTROLABE
BY

THEODORE GRAEBNER
AND AD. HAENTZSCHEL

AN EARLY WINTER DAY
I visited my victory garden
today and found it a dreary,
C1Iscotlsolate sight. A gloomy sky
hung low over it, and from time
to time a fitful wind blew puffs
of snow that melted and made
the air soggy and raw. Not so
very long ago my garden was full
of life and color. No prolonged
spell of dry weather had fallen
in late summer, as it sometimes
does, to sap the green out of the
growing things and leave behind
dingy browns and grays. So the
vegetable folk remained in full
vigor till far into the fall. Outstanding among them were the
gallant cohorts of the corn-a
brave sight as they ranged in serried ranks, waving their green
spears and nodding their plumes,
towering over the pretentious
pumpkin and squash vines that
crept about their feet and flaunted

their elephantine leaves and ran
full twenty feet before they found
time to set one of their glossy
pepos.
In front of the corn, tomatoes ripened in almost endless
succession, and a little off to the
side lima beans stretched out
their mottled leaves to meet their
neighbors in the next row. The
green and red of peppers, the
purple of eggplants, the fern-like
foliage of carrots, beets with their
blood-red leaves, and the various
other denizens of the garden combined to make a colorful living
mosaic that hid the ground.
Now there is instead a scene
of desolation . Bleached corn
leaves rustle in the wind. The
bare stalks of beans stand in
mournful rows. Dry vines litter
the ground. Frostblasted cabbages
and other untidy vegetable remains are everywhere. It took an
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effort to visualize again the life
and vigor that reigned there so
recently.
And yet my mood, as I looked
about me, was not a somber and
depressed one. My garden has fulfilled its purpose and fulfilled it
nobly. It has met all reasonable
demands that we could make on
it, and more by far. It has helped
me to a neatly browned epidermis and to much fresh air. Vitamins are of course a matter of
faith, but presumably I have·
carted home an astronomical
number of units of them in the
manifold products of my soil and
toil. And what an abundance of
captive vitamins has safely been
locked in jars and bottles by the
industry of my good wife, or lies
waiting in storage, to guard us
this winter against the terrors of
rickets and xerophthalmia and
goodness knows what other strange
afflictions!
It was more of the future that
I thought than of the past as I
looked around through the slanting snow. One learns with every
year's gardening. I shall not repeat some of the things that I did
this year, and some things that I
didn't do I shall put on my
agenda. I am already looking forward expectantly to the seed catalogue. It seems to me it should
have been here by now. I certainly hope our mail carrier is trustworthy and hasn't a mania for

purloining his clients' seed catalogues. When that colorful booklet comes, what a pleasure it will
be to con its pages. When the
polar winds come down later on
and lock our earth in their bands
of cold steel, how delightful it
will be to plan and dream of the
garden that is to be next year.
For, take my word for it, the garden that I shall lay out when
spring comes again to the land
will be a better garden than the
one that lies withered and dead
under the snow that has now set
in in earnest.

f1
PLANTS AND MEN
St. Peter draws a parallel be~ tween the life histories of
plants and of men. "All flesh is as
grass, and all the glory of man as
the flower of grass. The grass
withereth, and the flower thereof
falleth away." That makes a sobering picture. Springtime, summer, fall, and winter come to the
one as to the other: only the
length of the year differs, being
fifty, sixty, or seventy times as
long in the one case as in the
other. Otherwise the parallel
holds, except for one further
point. Plants, at least in our latitudes, pass through their annual
cycle together, and winter lays its
hand on them all at about the
same time. But as for the leaves
on Yggdrasill, the great ash tree

£
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of the world, which symbolize human lives-of these there are continually some that bud, some are
in the various stages of growth,
and others are turning yellow and
sere or are rustling in their fall.
One of the saddest experiences
in life is to see winter approaching those who are dear to us and
whom we were accustomed to
think of as being in the prime of
their days. We probably have not
noticed that their sun has steadily been withdrawing southward
until, gradually it may be or suddenly, it comes home to us that
they have entered on the declining days of their year or are even
far along in them. A month ago I
saw a pastor who built up a great
congregation from the ground but
whose years of service have now
come to an end. I heard him address a few words of farewell to
his flock. His voice was still strong
and clear, but the physical vigor
that marked him through the half
century of his pastorate was gone.
His steps were hesitant and slow,
a~d when I conversed with him I
noticed that he groped for both
thoughts and words. Even more
recently I saw an honored physician who served his fellowmen
faithfully and well through a long
lifetime go to pieces with a complication of ills and die.
"There are tears of things,"
says Vergil, "and the fates of
mortals touch the heart." That is

the purely human side of it. Life
is the epitome of all that we are
and have. We cling to it by a law
of our nature and long to see it
go on and on. It grieves us when
we see the precious flame in one
who is dear to us burn lower and
lower; we are moved to solemn
thought when we realize that the
autumn of our own life is verging toward winter. And yet we
have no cause to lose ourselves in
mournful recollections of the
summer joys and the early autumn glories that are past and
gone. Not, that is, if we are Christians. Such reflections would be
in place in a world in which time
haphazardly spun its threads from
day to day, without connected
meaning or orderly design. But in
God's world, where eternal purposes are everywhere working out
and where, therefore, past, present, and future are integral parts
of one meaningful whole, only a
view that sees the earthly life as
an episode of eternity can be true
to reality.
The withered vines, the leafless
stalks, and the dry foliage of the
garden in early winter are not
marks of frustration and failure,
but of fulfillment. The plants
have accomplished the purpose
for which they sprang from the
ground, and according! y they
prepare to leave the scene and to
return their framework to the
earth whence it came. So also we
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men, when the days which God
has allotted us have gone by and
the tasks that He has assigned us
are done, hear and obey the call
to give back to Mother Earth the
garments which she lent us and
be up and away. Would we have
it otherwise? When the mission
on which God sent us is accomplished and we have fulfilled in
our poor way the purposes which
He assigned to us: why should
we linger any longer? We have to
be on our way to a more glorious
destiny: to meet a new springtide
in a new land where the sun will
not go down nor the moon withdraw itself because the Lord will
be our everlasting light.
Nor is the case any different
with those who do not fill out the
normal span of life but are called,
as we say, before their time. Have
not the plants which the gardener
gathers during the growing season fulfilled their function just
as well as those that were not
harvested till the late frosts fell?

THE WAYS OF GOD
One of the commonest difficulties to trouble men arises
when they try to understand the
ways of God. We all find ourselves, on occasion, asking such
questions as: Why does God permit this thing to happen? Why
did He not interpose, as He could
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have done? How can such as this
be harmonized with His power,
His love, His mercy, or His justice? The harder we try to find
answers to these and similar questions, the farther we will find ourselves afield and the deeper will
grow our perplexity. If we do not
turn our thoughts to other considerations betimes, we run the
danger of joining the ranks of
those who say that they cannot
accept God into their lives, or
that they have turned away from
Him, because they cannot make
the course of events agree with
the qualities ascribed to Him.
But even though that danger
threatens, have we any recourse
except deliberately to close our
eyes to what we know to be true
on the basis of our reason or else
honestly to follow through wherever reason leads, let come what
may? Decidedly, we have another
alternative, and that is the only
reasonable one. We must realize
that it is unreasonable to try to
justify God's ways to ourselves by
the use of our reason. This sounds
somewhat paradoxical of course,
but it is easy to become clear on
what is involved.
Are there not instances in human affairs where we are ready
to admit that we are in no position to judge the wisdom, or other
qualities, of an action? Is this
not the case with, say, the allied
strategy at the prese~t time? Un-
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less we belong to the class of the
tavern strategists who feel competent to pass on all such matters,
we know that we lack too much
of the relevant information to be
able to judge, and that even if
we had access to all the information we would not be qualified
to gauge and weigh its strategic
import. But how much deeper
still these considerations cut when
we apply them to our efforts to
understand God's afFairs! Who
are we with our paltry stock of
knowledge to plumb the depths
of the world-spanning purposes
of God and to determine how any
given event fits into His eternal
plans! Is it not ridiculous megalomania on our part, or worse,
even to think of making the attempt? Surely an infant is no less
able to decide questions of global
strategy than we are to judge the
counsels of the Lord of All.

THE LIMITS OF REASON
~ But there is a still more fun~ damental consideration, and
this arises out of the very nature
of our reason. Our reasoning
powers develop on the basis of
our experiences with our surroundings and are thereby fashioned to deal with those surroundings and with whatever else is
similar to them-and with nothing
else. As our surroundings present

themselves to us in space and
time, our reason is limited to
handling what is contained in
space and time. It has no means
or methods of dealing with anything that exists under other conditions. Its procedures simply do
not apply there.
Now lest this be taken for mere
abstract vaporing, let it be noted
that some at least of the greatest
physicists of our time are moving
toward this very conclusion on
the strength of scientific evidence.
Their researches into the ultimate
constituents of what we call matter have satisfied them that these
constituents are not in space and
time, that their nature, therefore,
is inconceivable to us, and that
the notion of causality does not
apply to them. Since the notion
of causality, however, is basic to
our reasoning, this involves that
reason at this point finds itself
beyond its depth.
Still more is this the case with
regard to God and His ways. He
reaches into space and time to
carry out His plans, but He Himself and His purposes are beyond
their boundaries-in eternity.
There our reason can find no
footing. Its sense-bound forms
cannot operate. What holds good
there is beyond reason and inconceivable to man. This truth underlies the rna jestic words: "0
the depth of the riches both of
the wisdom and know ledge of
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God! how unsearchable are his
judgments, and his ways past finding out! For who hath known the
mind of the Lord?"
But does not this remove God
altogether beyond our reach? By
no means, for while our reason
cannot approach Him, He reaches
out to us with His love in Christ,
and if that love finds lodgment
in us it kindles in our hearts an
answering love and thereby binds
Him and us together in an everlasting union that gives us part in
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His own deathless life. Such love,
however, is inseparable from trust.
Knowing God in the communion
of love, we have no need of making efforts, foredoomed to failure,
to justify His ways to our reason,
but we are certain in advance
that "the Lord is righteous in all
his ways and holy in all his works"
and that His love and mercy will
never fail us. Thus "the heart has
reasons that the reason knows not
of," and in their certainty our
souls rest.

Interlude
The skies of all the world are overcast;
The shadows close around us dark and fast,
And we shall walk awhile in dimming light
0~ unfamiliar roads. Yet through the night
Our faith will glow until the clouds have passed;
For man, not made to imitate the mole,
Still burns a climber's lantern in his soul.
-ETHEL PEAK.

~ AND MUSIC MAKERS
Conversations with a Sacred Cow
(CONTINUED)

BY WALTER

DRAMATIS PERSONAE

A Sacred Cow Named Taste
An Apostate
t. S. C. I wonder what you'll
li have to say about music dealing with warfare. Does the average
listener need explanatory notes in
order to know that Tchaikovsky
strove to depict a battle in his

Overture 18r2?
A. Are you sure that the composer actually undertook to depict
a battle in his brilliant! y scored
but somewhat bombastic piece
d'occasion? You know, of course,
that he wrote the overture in 188o
for the consecration of the Ternpie of Christ in Moscow and that
in those days the Russians were
commemorating their great victory over Napoleon, which took
place in 1812.
Program notes tell us thatTchaikovsky had the Battle of Borodino in mind when he concocted

A. HANSEN
the Overture 18r2. Napoleon, as
you remember, had defeated the
Russians in that bloody engagement; but he himself had declared, "If all my victories cost me
as much, they would soon turn to
defeat." The Russians were the
real victors.
I'm convinced that Tchaikovsky
was far too astute to imagine that
he or any other composer could
write music which would give a
lifelike representation of a battle.
He used snatches of the "Marseillaise" in the Overture 18r2 to
cause the listeners to think of the
French invaders; he introduced an
ancient Russian chant, a Cossack
war song, and parts 'of the Czarist
national anthem to remind his
countrymen of the valor and the
ultimate triumph of their forbears.
Besides, there's much sound and
fury in the Overture 18r2, just as
there's much sound and fury in a
flesh-and-blood battle. The peal-

Raphael Santi
((Nature, while Raphael lived forever loved his brushHe died-and she hid heTSelf in silent, tearful hush."
Epitaph, written by Cardinal Bembo

BoRN in the same year with Martin Luther, this great painter
died when he was only thirty-seven years old. In 1520 Sebastiana del Piombo was working on his famous "Raising of Lazarus" at the same time that Raphael began the work on his
greatest painting, "The Transfiguration." Raphael put forth
his whole strength to maintain his superiority. His subject was
sublime, but its thrall and the strain of its cqmposition so
weakened him that he fell ill of a fever on March 27th, 1520,
and on Good Friday, April 6, 1520, he died.
Raphael's father, Giovanni, was also a painter of some ability
and taught his little son a great deal. Unfortunately the father
died when the boy was only eleven years old. The rulers of the
Duchy of Urbino were very good to the Santi family and young
Raphael came under the direct patronage of Duke Guidobaldo. From the time of his father's death until his seventeenth
year Raphael was pretty much under the care of his uncle,
Father Bartolommeo. After his training at the Monastery he
came into the excellent University at Urbino and under the
teaching of Timoteo Vitti. In 1500 Raphael went to Perugia
and asked Perugino, who had been an excellent friend of his
father, to receive him as a pupil.
Raphael's first important composition in oil was the "Solly
Madonna" now to be found in Berlin. After this followed
many more Madonnas, Holy Families, etc. Just as he became
twenty-one, Raphael completed the lovely "Betrothal of the
Virgin"-one of the most beautifully conceived paintings that
has ever come from any painter's brush.
At the end of 1504 Raphael went to Florence where he had
the chance to work with Leonardo da Vinci and Michael Angelo. He copied and recopied their greatest works. Out of
this glowing period comes his beautiful "Madonna del Gran'
Duca." More than forty Madonnas are attributed to Raphael
and the present collection offers only a few of the choicest and
best for Christmas 1943-for a time when the world needs all
the grace and love and healing power which that Divine Child,
so beautifully pictured in the arms of His mother, alone can
bring.
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ing of bells helps put a festive Benedictine monks. Then there's
character into the peroration of Hary, the hulking peasant in Zolthe work, and the booming of tan Kodaly's Hdry ]dnos Suite.
cannon stirs up thoughts of mili- He fights hand to hand with no
tary might. In addition, some com-· less a military genius than Napomentators believe they can hear leon. One of these days an enterthe jubilant cheering of the Rus- prising composer may be inspired
sians in the composition. Never- to indite a tone poem for full
theless, I refuse to subscribe to the orchestra on the basis of a bout
shopworn and worm-eaten state- for the heavyweight championship
ment that Tchaikovsky gave a of the world, and it's more than
tonal description of the Battle of probable that a Spaniard or two
Borodino in the Overture r8r2. may have written music dealing
He didn't even try to do anything more or less skilfully with bullso obviously impossible.
fights. But how, pray, could comBeethoven couldn't, and didn't, posers, great or near-great, distindepict a battle in his monstrosity guish in their music between
entitled Wellington's Victory .. or boxers and bulls? Perhaps they'd
The Battle of Vittoria; neither appropriate Wagner's motif syscould the Polish composer, Franz tem. Then Composer A might
Kocwara (ti791), do so in his once invent a phrase standing for a bull
popular The Battle of Prague_, for and tell you that you're able to
piano, violin, 'cello, and drum. observe the ups and downs of said
I'll grant that the three composi- bull in combat by listening caretions I've mentioned cause listen- fully to the bull-motif as it appears
ers to think of battles; but they and re-appears in the score. But
con jure up such thoughts by rea- you'd have to know beforehand
son of verbal explanations.
just what he wants the phrase to
Let's consider fights and fight- signify. Otherwise you might
ing in general. Why restrict our think of something that has much
discussion to what takes place on less in common with a bull than
battlefields? Program music, you the man in the moon. Composer
know, abounds in struggles of all B, in a fit of inspiration, might
kinds. There's Don Quixote's tilt create one motif for the heavywith the windmills in Richard weight champion of the world and
Strauss's Don Quixote. Besides, the another motif for the challenger;
rattle-brained hero has a set-to but you couldn't distinguish bewith a flock of sheep, comes to tween champion and challenger
blows with a band of pilgrims, and unless you'd become acquainted
tussles vigorously with a pair of with the tonal labels before listen-
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ing to the tone poem. The title of
the composition would provide
you some orientation, I know, just
as the name IBI2 Overture., for
example, assists you in determining to some extent what Tschaikovsky had in mind when he
unburdened himself of his bombastic work commemorating the
final victory of the Russians over
Napoleon; but titles, as you understand only too well, Mrs. Cow,
are always too brief to divulge the
details .of a story. .
S. C. I could mention other
fights in music. There's the feud
of Montague and Capulet in
Tchaikovsky's overture-fantasia
called Romeo and juliet. That's
civil war, Mr. Apostate. It's based
on Shakespeare's words:
Two households, both alike in
dignity,
In fair Verona, where we lay our
scene,
From ancient grudge break to
new mutiny,
Where civil blood makes civil
hands unclean.

A. That's true, Mrs. Cow; but
Tchaikovsky knew better than to
try to write a tonal description of
the feud you've mentioned. He
merely suggested the fury of the
internecine warfare, and I believe
you'll agree with me when I say
that the wildly agitated passages
in the overture-fantasia you're
speaking of wouldn't even suggest
the feud as described by Shake-

speare if there were no expository
notes to go with the composition.
Let me remind you of a feud
altogether different in character.
Do you know Richard Strauss's
Ein Heldenleben (A Hero's Life)?
S. C. Yes, I've heard the work.
A. Here, you know, Strauss attacks those who refuse to acknowledge him as a great master. He
uses more than a half-dozen
thematic labels to represent his
antagonists. Over and above all
this, he employs diminutions of
those themes that stand for
Strauss, the hero. Why? Because
he wants to show how desperately
his critics try to belittle him. To
point out that his opponents have
"an earthly, sluggish nature" he
has the tubas intone fifths. Clever?
Yes. But how would you guess
what he's driving at unless you'd
read what commentators who
were, and are, in the know have
written about the various sections
of the tone poem?
But there's more fighting than
this in Ein Heldenleben. In fact,
Strauss, so they say, tries to show
you an honest-to-goodness battle
on an honest-to-goodness battlefield. You hear a flourish of trumpets. The hero takes up arms and
rushes forth with ecstatic bravery
to slay the enemy. At any rate,
that's the consensus among commentators who are sure they know
what Strauss endeavored to express. The hero himself once said
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to Romain Rolland, "There's no
need of a program. It's enough to
know that there's a hero fighting
his enemies."
S. C. I seem to remember that
there's a battle of some kind in
Franz Liszt's Les Preludes.
A. Right you are, Mrs. Cow.
The trumpet's loud clangor is a
call to arms, and the hero of
Liszt's symphonic poem "rushes to
the post of danger, whatever may
be the war that calls him to the
ranks, to find in battle the full
consciousness of himself and
the complete possession of his
strength." Naturally, the gunpowder used in this battle is mixed
with syrup; but what of it?
Don't overlook the old man
struggling with death in Strauss's
Tad und Verkliirung (Death and
Transfiguration); and, by the way,
aren't there outcroppings of common, everyday family squabbling
in the Sinfonia Domestica?
S. C. I suppose one has a right
to look for samples of wrangling
in that autobiographical picture
of Strauss's family life.
A. I wonder what's happened to
the late Ernest Schelling's orchestral fantasy called A Victory Ball)
based on a poem by Alfred Noyes.
Conductors seem to have shelved
the work. In it there's "a visionan apparition of troops marching
on irresistibly, inexorably." The
brasses intone the "Dies Irae" with
telling effectiveness. Schelling
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wrote the composition in 192 2 on
the basis of his memories of World
War I.
Shall I call your attention to a
bit of swordplay which occurs in
Igor Stravinsky's Petrouchka? A
brutal Moor, you know, pursues
the little sawdust puppet and
slays him with one fell stroke of
the blade. At the proper moment
there's a tap on the tambour de
Basque. Petrouchka's skull has
been cracked. If you're attending
a performance of the ballet, you
see what's going on; but when you
hear the suite which Stravinsky
put together from the music for
the ballet, there's no stage action
to show you the killing. Then
program notes must come to your
aid. Otherwise you may not think
of a slaying at all. In fact, there's
no risk in saying that a picture
altogether different in character
might come into your mind if
you didn't know the story behind
Petrouchka.
What's to prevent us from referring in this connection to
"Games of the Rival Towns," in
Stravinsky's The Rite of Spring)
the composition about which the
following choice bit of doggerel
was printed in the Boston Herald
in 1924:
Who wrote this fiendish Rite of

Spring?
What right had he to write the
thing?
Against our helpless ears to fling
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Its crash, clash, cling, clang, bing,
bang, bing?

S. C. I agree with the author of
those lines, don't you?
A. No, Mrs. Cow, I think The
Rite of Spring is an important
work; but I urge you to have program notes at hand when you
listen to it, just as I advise you to
read the story on which Petrouchka is founded before you hear the
orchestral suite.
You've undoubtedly realized by
this time that program music
isn't} and can't be} photographic
either in character or in effect. Do
you know what Beethoven said
about his Pastoral Symphony?
Didn't he caution listeners to bear
in mind that the programmatic
writing contained in that composition was umehr A usdruck der
Empfindung als Malerei" ("More
an expression of feeling than
painting") ?
Let me remind you now of
Johann Kuhnau's Musikalische
V orstellungen einiger biblischen
Historien in sechs Sonaten auf
dem Klavier zu spielen (Musical
Representations of Some Biblical
Stories in Six Sonatas to be Played
on the Clavier). One of these
curious sonatas has the title

"Combat of Goliath and David."
Kuhnau (1660-1722), you remember, was Bach's immediate predecessor as Cantor of the St. Thomas
Church in Leipzig.
If you're still interested in
learning about music that has to
do, in its own unique way} with
warfare, I'll ask you to listen carefully to Ottorino Respighi's The
Pines of Rome. In the section
entitled "The Pines of the Villa
Borghese" children mimic
"marching soldiers and battles";
in "The Pines of the Appian
Way" the army of a Roman consul "advances brilliantly in the
grandeur of a newly risen sun
toward the Via Sacra} mounting
in triumph the Capitoline Hill."
Didn't Liszt write a symphonic
poem called Hunnenschlacht
(Battle of the Huns)? Then, lest
we forget, there's Dmitri Shostakovich's Leningrad Symphony;
and, in conclusion, I must mention "In War Time," from Edward
MacDowell's Indian Suite} even
though, to the thinking of some
commentators, the Indians in this
composition go to war sporting
boiled shirts, silk hats, and diamond studs.
[TO BE CONTINUED]

READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff

receiving states, and if some governments are to continue to toss large
sections of their population upon a
distressed and unprepared world."

The Unwanted
THE TRESPASSERS. By Laura Z.
Hobson. Simon and Schuster, New
York. 1943. 410 pages. $2.75.
N

In The Trespassers Laura z. Hobindicts not only the duly appomted delegates to the Evian conference but all the free nations of the
world. She accuses them of deliberately and selfishly closing their doors
to those who sought refuge and sanctuary. She charges them with the
erection of insurmountable barriers
through the use of the quota systems
and government visas-barriers which
turned away the homeless and the
destitute. The despair of Dr. Franz
Vederle, the eminent Austrian-born
psychologist who was forced to leave
Vienna soon after the Anschluss, is
a symbol of the despair of all those
who, rejected by their own country,
are turned away from other frontiers
and coldly advised:

July 6, 1938, representatives

O from thirty-two nations, great
and small, gathered in convention at

so~

Evian-les-Bains, France, to discuss one
of the most perplexing and certainly
one of the most tragic problems to
come out of the disturbed and violent years of European totalitarianism. For eight days delegates, officials
of the League of Nations, newspapermen, and specialists in matters of immigration, resettlement, and colonization considered the plight of the
thousands and tens of thousands of
men, women, and children who had
b.een forced to flee from the oppression and tyranny of the Fascist and
Nazi dictators. Myron C. Taylor, the
American chairman of the Evian conference, spoke movingly and eloquently of the new and terrible phenomenon of "human dumping" and
of the "catastrophic human suffering" which inevitably lay ahead "if
the present currents of migration are
permitted to push anarchically upon

Keep moving, keep searching. Trespassers are forbidden here. We cannot
let you in; it is the law, the new immigration law. Once this was a generous
country, open as a meadow to any good
and honest man who came to our boundaries. But not now, not today.
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The Trespassers is a curiously uneven work. The chapters devoted to
the refugee immigrants are direct,
well written, and carefully documented; but the purely fictional portions
of the novel are weak and disappointing, overburdened with pompous and
nonsensical symbolism. As a case history in a medical journal Casper
Crown might conceivably be considered an interesting study; as one of
the central figures in Mrs. Hobson's
complex plot he degenerates into a
tedious bore.

The Church Invincible
IT'S YOUR SOULS WE WANT. By
Stewart W. Herman, Jr. Harper &
Brothers, New York. 1943. 315
pages. $2.50.
HIS

is a book of outstanding merit.

T It is required reading for anyone
who wishes to have a well-balanced,
objective picture of the spiritual life
of modern Germany. It is doubly welcome as an antidote to the wave of
hyperbolic, distorted, synthetic propaganda to which we are daily exposed, through the media of the
printed page, the screen, the stage,
and the radio.
Stewart Herman is eminently qualified to write a book of this kind. For
the six year period preceding our
entry into World War II, he was pastor of the American Church in Berlin; and for the last two of those
years he served in the additional
capacity of attache to the American
embassy in the German capital. Upon
his return to this country, after a
period of internment with the American diplomatic corps, he showed the

uncommonly good sense of not writing just another book of memoirs on
life in Hitler's Germany-a type of
book with which the market is fast
becoming glutted. Instead, he chose
to write about the religious situation
in modern Germany, including the
relation of the Church to the State
and the impact of the war upon the
spiritual outlook of the people.
There can be no doubt, after reading Pastor Herman's book, that the
Nazi regime and the Christian.Church
are incompatible, even though the
two succeeded in arriving at a modus
vivendi in the interest of expediency.
The Nazi attitude toward Christianity is aptly summed up in a current
German poem which expresses the
spirit of the movement, and which
has suggested the title of this book.
After proclaiming the temporal conquests which Naziism had already
achieved, the poem continues:
You had imagined
That that was all
That we wanted.
We want more.
We want all!
Your hearts are our goal,
It is your souls we want!
The author describes the heightening conflict between the Nazis and
the Church and shows that the Nazi
philosophy is totalitarian also in the
realm of the soul. He pays high tribute to the adherents of the Confessional Church for their heroic resistance to the encroachments of the
State and for their devotion to the
imperishable ideals of the Christian
Gospel in the face of the almost irresistible pressure from without. The
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German Church "does not go to war,"
Herman avers.
Perhaps the most revealing-and
heartening-chapter in the entire
book is the section entitled "What
Will the End Be?" He shows that the
German churchmen, together with
the majority of the German people, support this war without enthusiasm, apathetically, and only because
they dread the consequences of a German defeat-the memories of World
War I's post-bellum period still being
only too vivid in their minds. The
Roosevelt-Churchill "unconditional
surrender" ukase has only deepened
the German determination to avoid
defeat at all costs. "They have felt
ever since the Sudeten crisis that this
was Hitler's war: if he could win a
quick one, well and good; if not, so
much the worse for him and them."
AR

from being dead, religion in

Germany has become more alive
F
than ever under the impact of war.
The German people are going to
church in greater numbers than they
have for many years. Why? For one
thing, because the staggering casualties of the Russian campaign have
brought universal sorrow to the German people and have driven many of
them anew to the solace of religion.
Moreover, attendance at church is a
subtle form of defiance of the Fuehrer;
for in God's House they pay their allegiance to One who is higher than he.
The average German Buerger is
not the congenital barbarian and dehumanized militarist that Vansittart,
Knox and company picture him to
be, or as he appears in the Hollywood stereotype. Herman writes:
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The average Gennan does not want
to run the world, but it would be gratifying to him if the world were run in a
sort of German-not Nazi-way. Such
thoughts, on close examination, are no
more imperialistic than American desires to see the world run in an American way. The German, as has often
been said, is normally content with his
Stammtisch, his glass of beer, and his
circumscribed lifework.
We especially were impressed with
the sane, constructive, and thoroughly Christian solution which Pastor
Herman offers after careful analysis
of the German problem:
You will say that .... the Germans
must now be taught a lesson which they
will never forget; but I say that there
are only two ways to forestall an eventual revival of Hitlerism in Germany:
first, by annihilating the entire nation,
or, secondly, by applying a truly Christian policy of forgiveness. The first alternative is physically impossible, even
as it is morally unthinkable. The second
alternative implies the extension of a
fairly widespread standard of individual
behavior from daily personal relationships to the international social order.
Pastor Herman is a member of
the United Lutheran Church of
America and a graduate of Gettysburg Seminary. During the fall of
this year he lectured on Irenics and
Ecumenics at Wittenberg College. He
is currently engaged in special government service.
The establishment of a better
world order in the postwar period
would be a great deal more certam
if we had more students of the international scene with the broad ecumenical Christian sympathies of Pastor Herman. And the current ap-
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proach to that international scene
would be characterized by a great
deal more light, and correspondingly
less heat, if we had more books like
It's Your Suuls We Want.

Great Woman
MAYLING SOONG CHIANG. By
Helen Hull. Coward-McCann, Inc.,
New York. 1943. 32 pages. Seventyfive cents.
Madame Chiang Kai-shek's
recent visit to the United States,
Helen Hull spent many hours with
the famous First Lady of China. Because of this she has often been
asked, "What is she like? What is
Madame Chiang really like?" Miss
Hull is well qualified to answer these
questions. Her friendship with Madame Chiang goes back to the days
when plump, black-eyed, fifteen-yearold Mayling Soong was a freshman
pupil in Miss Hull's class in English
composition at Wellesley. The friendship which began then continued
through the years that intervened between Mayling Soong's graduation
from Wellesley in 1917 and her return to her Alma Mater as the wife
of the powerful Generalissimo Chiang
Kai-shek. Mayling Soong followed her
former teacher's successful career as
a popular novelist with keen interest;
Miss Hull watched with pride and
affection the growth and the development of a favorite pupil. Their reunion in January, 1943, was a happy
one, and during the weeks that followed Miss Hull had ample opportunity to observe Madame Chiang at
work and during rare hours of rest
and relaxation. Mayling Soong ChiDURING

ang grew out of this close association.
Affection and admiration have
gone into this excellent study of a
world-famous woman; but there isn't
even a hint of blind and empty
adulation. Honesty, restraint, and
genuine understanding are combined
with sure and easy craftsmanship to
afford us a warm and intimate
glimpse into the character of a woman to whom fate has assigned a lead- .
ing role in an earth-shaking drama.
Miss Hull believes that Madame
Chiang herself has supplied the key
to the formula which transformed
a "flighty, giddy, plump little girl
who liked to have a good time" into
a strong, self-reliant, and gracious
woman-a woman who possesses unusual charm, amazing energy, an indomitable will, and a truly heroic
capacity for suffering and sacrifice.
The formula is a simple one: whatever she does she must do the best
she can. This was Madame Chiang's
guiding precept during the first ten
years after her return to China-ten
years in which she worked tirelessly
to effect some of the changes which
her American education and the
sharp, fresh perception of youth told
her must come to the ancient land
of China. This formula helped her
through the next decade, when, as
the wife of the Generalissimo, she
bore with him the full burden of
China's internal dissension and recurring revolutions. It has sustained her
during the six terrible years in which
her country has been despoiled and
devastated, her people slaughtered,
starved, and enslaved.
Her road, has led through blood so
thick that her shoes have been sticky
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with it; her eyes have looked on torture
and human suffering and death in its
maddest, most appalling form; her ears
have been deafened with the frightful
din, the terrifying, whistling, shrieking,
unendurable noise of the war which
scientific civilization has produced.

Whatever Madame Chiang does she
must do the best she can-and she
will.

Salutary History
BETWEEN THE THUNDER AND
THE SUN. By Vincent Sheean.
Random House, New York. 1943.
428 pages. $3.00.
OBERT MORSS LOVETT, grand liberal and humanitarian, used to
tell his University of Chicago classes
in late-Victorian literature that they'd
understand the intellectual temper
of that period when they read Edmund Gosse's Father and Son, the
Recollections of Viscount Morley of
Blackburn, and the Life and Letters
of Leslie Stephen. Some day teachers
will tell their classes to read Vincent
Sheean's books to get the temper of
the period between the World Wars.
This is not because the omniscient
big book, Twentieth Century Authors:
A Biographical Dictionary of Modern
Literature, reports: "Vincent Sheean's
Personal History [1935] was the first
of the wave of autobiographies by
European correspondents, and still
remains the best of them." This is
not because Mr. Sheean was in Spain
during most of its civil war, in
Czechoslovakia at the time of the
Munich Accord, in France when the
Low Countries were invaded, and in
London through the intensive bombings and burnings of 1940 and 1941.
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This is not because Mr. Sheean has
talked to journalists, artists, members
of diplomatic society, and to political
leaders. It is because he consistently
has been interested in the cause of
the common man everywhere. It is
because he saw, and spoke of, the
dangers to the common man of fascism and demi-fascism long before the
common man did.
Between the Thunder and the Sun
is not the convincing record of a spiritual pilgrimage. Henry Seidel Canby,
in the Book-of-the-Month Club News,
and Malcolm Cowley, in the New
Republic, overstress the relationship
of Mr. Sheean's new book to his Personal Histo·ry. The relationship is
slight. Mr. Sheean states clearly (pp.
345, 421) that his new book is an
effort to sketch the pattern of events
which led to the predominance in
men's minds of the democratizing
forces, the pattern which led to the
indispensable combination of RussiaChina-England-America. To be sure,
this book belongs also to the genre of
semi-autobiographical political history, but it is recorded by a passionate
liberal and humanitarian, rather than
by a journalist. It is much closer to
Not Peace But a Sword (1939) than
to Personal History.
ow, because Mr. Sheean is a liter-

ary artist, extremely sensitive to
N
the nuances of public opinion, to the

vagaries of political leadership, and
to their reflection upon society life,
he has chosen to tell part of his story
in terms of polite society. He presents
first two pictures of the Europe that
was dying. One is at Salzburg during
Mozart Festival time; the other is at
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Maxine Elliott's Chateau de !'Horizon near Cannes. To Salzburg with
the lovers of music came the idle
rich, the idle fashionables, and those
political leaders who thought it wise
to make an appearance. Regarding
Arturo Toscanini as a hired performer, they sighed or slept through
concerts, "rushing out afterwards with
reawakened zeal to collect as many
people as possible for supper, endlessly making engagements for meals, discussing each other, eyeing the crowd
like kingfishers." To Maxine Elliott's
home came the rich, the celebrated,
and those of high rank. They swam,
they went to the Casino, played backgammon with Miss Elliott, and enjoyed dinner parties. None of those
at Salzburg and at Cannes (except
Winston Churchill, painting and taking the sun at Chateau de !'Horizon) heard the symphony of thunder,
harsh, to the north. ,
Then the author tells the unforgettable story of the death of Paris.
When he arrived there in May, 1940,
distrust enveloped the policies, per·
sonalities, and intentions of the cabinet; people had been sickened by the
Chamberlain-Daladier-Bonnet patchwork. The government faced this moral and psychological problem by telling lies. Paul Reynaud for a time
tried to rouse the spirit of combat
and sacrifice; unsupported by other
leaders, he could not touch the hearts
of his people. Meanwhile the restaurants and theatres were crowded, and
well-to-do French put their money
into jewels. Workers in war industries
complained, and the ordinary citizen
felt overtaxed and ignored. French
democracy had decayed. In confusion,

incompetence, and corruption France
fell, with even a modern Mme de
Pompadour-Reynaud's Helene de
Portes.
the cliffs of Dover Sheean obF(Julyserved
the Battle of the Channel
and August, 1940), which he
ROM

calls a German victory; and there
when he saw a half-dozen valorous
English youths rise in Spitfires to
engage twenty or thirty Messerschmitts, the side of England became
"our side." There it was proved that
the English people could and would
fight for their freedom. There it became clear that there were common
men in England, in America, in
China, in Russia who would fight
for the dignity of mankind-whatever
the past faults of capitalism, imperialism, or national pride. In the next
year the Battle of Britain was won
by the millions of common men and
women who refused to flee London,
who made it a point of honor to keep
up the productivity of the London
area.
During the winters of 1939-1940
and 1940-1941 (also 1941-1942)
Sheean made long lecture tours in
the United States, and he devotes one
chapter to recalling the American
temper toward the war at those times.
The unconcern of the first winter and
the indecision of the second winter
developed into a curious mania-"that
we could never be attacked, that the
decision of what we were to do lay
solely in our own hands."
The disastrous winter of 1941-1942
Sheean reports by an account of his
visits to Netherlands India, Malaya,
Burma, China, Guam, and Wake Is-
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land; and by recalling the failure of
the American public to appreciate
the seriousness of the situation after
December 7. This reviewer himself
remembers that Sheean's Columbus,
Ohio, lecture-audience regarded his
report of Japanese intentions and
capabilities as "gloomy." It was, with
reason.
HERE is no doubt that the At-

lantic Charter and the Moscow
T
Agreement are pointed toward the
betterment of the place in society of
the average man. There is no doubt
that the glow of victory now showing
is a result of the average man's faith
in a democratic society. Why that
democratic society, endangered,
worked so slowly in the day of the
radio, the airplane, and the modern
press, with its vast dissemination of
ideas and information, is a question
for political philosophers of the
future.
The record of that slow, painful
action is here in Mr. Sheean's book.
It will do us Americans good to read
it.
PALMER CZAMANSKE.

Exciting Lives
THE TORCH OF FREEDOM:
Twenty Exiles of History. Edited
by Emil Ludwig and Henry B.
Kranz. Farrar & Rinehart, New
York. 1943. 426 pages. $3.50.
you are one of our busy moderns
who has to take his reading in
short snatches, this book will appeal
to you. It will appeal to you, too, if
you thrill to the romance of history,
and if you like your heroes either
languishing in durance vile or conF
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signed to lonely exile-on some remote and rockbound isle, if possible.
But if you are a thorough-going student of history, and prefer to have it
without the Hollywood touch, you
will undoubtedly find this book somewhat short of satisfying.
Emil Ludwig and his lesser-known
colleague, Henry B. Kranz, have
sought to capitalize upon the mood
of the moment by collecting the accounts of twenty famous exiles-each
account written by a different author
-and converting most of them into
appropriate homilies on the present
world situation. The authors' enthusiasm is by no means dimmed by the
fact that the analogy must occasionally be forced.
The book is divided into twenty
chapters, each of which is a separate
entity. As might be imagined, the
writing is spotty as to literary quality;
some of the chapters are beautifully
written, while others are halting and
inept. The reader's pleasure is somewhat spoiled, moreover, by the fact
that many of the stories are too concise to do full justice to the subject.
In an undertaking like this, however,
that is probably to be expected.
The Torch of Freedom is interesting enough, withal, for casual and
uncritical reading. It can't help be
interesting, with twenty extraordinary and fascinating lives to write
about. Here, for example, is the fantastic Victor Hugo, with his spiritualistic seances and with his own little
royal court on the barren Channel
isles. Here is the strange, gaunt figure
of Dostoevski, snatched at the last
moment from the executioner's grasp,
eking out weary years in Siberian
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exile, and emerging to write a thrilling chapter in the history of human
thought. Here is the bizarre, Bohemian figure of Lord Byron, living his
sensual, erratic life, and dying his
story-book death. Here is the Hungarian patriot Kossuth, who advocated American intervention in Europe's
wars as far back as pre-Civil War
days, and who was sent packing from
our shores by a resentful populace.
And here is our own Carl Schurz, who
left his native Germany to make a
brilliant contribution to the government of his adopted America. There
are other exiles here, too-all the
way from Ovid to Stefan Zweig; and,
in one sense or another, they all bore
freedom's torch.

Journey Into the Past
EXCUSE MY DUST. By Bellamy
Partridge. Whittlesey House, New
York. 1943. 359 pages. $2.75.
ERE

the author of Country Law-

yer and Big Family gives us
H
an excellent piece of escape literature

by taking us back to the days when
the automobile industry was in its
swaddling clothes and regaling us
with the innumerable humorous incidents that attended the efforts of that
industry to learn to walk by itself and
to take its place in the world of moving things. Those unfortunate younger persons who did not themselves
live through this important period of
our country's history will only receive
vicarious pleasure out of this volume,
while their more fortunate elders will
receive a deeper and fuller en joyment out of it bc::cause they themselves lived through this era and

themselves shared many of the experiences retold here.
The horse-and-buggy days were at
their height, and the bicycle had recently captivated the interest of the
younger generation when the horseless carriage, as it was called, made
its noisy appearance, endangering the
safety of the bicyclists and causing
the astonished horses to leap over
fences and climb telephone poles
with its fearsome clatter. This new
contraption, with its engine under
the single seat, without a top, steered
by a lever, and with headlights that
shed only a dim glow in the darkness,
was able to make no more miles an
hour than a good horse. It could
hardly be called a pleasure vehicle in
our present understanding of that
term because the roads were ordinary
mud roads and the tires were overgrown bicycle tires of fabric and rubber without any treads, that easily
punctured and forced the intrepid
drivers to undertake the Herculean
task of prying them from the wheel,
making the necessary repairs, and getting them back on the wheel again. A
Sunday afternoon drive of fifteen to
twenty miles was an adventure and
usually included several tire repairs
and "getting out and under" to tinker with a balky motor. Often the
motorist who had purchased his car
from a distant agency had to learn to
drive from the book of instructions.
After learning how to crank the
motor, at the risk of breaking an arm,
he would start out on a trip without
having discovered how to stop his
machine, and then had the choice of
driving until his fuel ran out or running into a convenient tree.

I
December 1943
It is an interesting tale, full of
humor and salty anecdotes, through
which runs a pleasant love story that
ties the whole thing together and
keeps it from being merely a series
of rambling reminiscences.

Unhappy Life
THE BIG ROCK CANDY MOUNTAIN. By Wallace Stegner. Duell,
Sloan and Pearce, New York. 1943.
515 pages. $3.50.
is, perhaps, nothing more
than the sight of an infloundering unhappily
through life with nothing but ambition to guide him, steadily growing
closer to death. Mr. Stegner's strong
novel deals with first a husband and
wife, then of a whole family's seeking
the Big Rock Candy Mountain of
their dreams and desires. The mountain is always on the horizon, but
the Minnesota farm girl dies of cancer, a · middle-aged woman, farther
away from the fulfillment of her
dreams than she had ever been.
Elsa Norgaard had left the stern
home of her father when old Nels
Norgaard decided to · marry her best
friend. With a suitcase and visions of
an exciting future she trekked to
Dakota to keep house for an uncle,
where she met Bo Mason. A searcher
after El Dorado since the age of 14,
Bo saw part of the treasure he sought
in Elsa, and they were married. Conflict developed as Elsa's yearning crystallized into a hope for a permanent,
comfortable home and settled life,
while Bo's pioneering spirit led them
always onward into raw new country,
and at last into the precarious trade
HERE

bleak
T
dividu:al
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of bootlegging. This type of existence
was complicated by two growing boys,
upon whom Bo's mean streak often
let loose.
Bo was after wealth, fame, and
adventure into the unknown; Elsa, a
quiet life of respectability; Chet, excitement, and their survivor, Bruce,
the meaning behind life and the
Mason family. However, the first
three were bitterly thwarted. Bo lost
faith even in himself at last, a baggyeyed old villain who consorted with
sundry young women and ended his
own life after he had made the last
wrong turn for the Mountain. Elsa's
life became only an effort to keep
peace within her own family and
helping her husband dispose of illegal
liquor. She had left her church behind when she married Bo, and when
confronted by the prospect of the
slow death of cancer when she had
barely reached middle age, hoped for
nothing but oblivion. Chet's life started its downgrade upon high school
graduation, and pneumonia claimed
him as a casualty at the age of 23.
Bruce, last member of an accursed
family, held his only chance to pull
himself up by his own bootstraps. Sic
transit gloria mundi.
The author has achieved a unity
not often found in long novels. Each
small episode contributes substantially to his character building, including
the many short scenes of boyhood
nostalgia which Bruce and Chet suffered in later life. Mr. Stegner's style
is vivid and moving, although his
personality enters the novel very
little. We do not believe that his
views are necessarily those of this
book. They cannot be; he would have
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put a bullet through his head long
ago.
JANET STEBEN BARTH

Yanks in Australia
C jO POSTMASTER. By Thomas R.
St. George. Thomas Y. Crowell Co.,
New York. 1943. 197 pages, with
129 cartoons. $2.00.
AKE

the plight of the group of

T trainees from a California camp.

They were told to pack up and get
ready to leave, which they did. They
stood waiting for the trucks that
would take them to Fort Leonard
Wood. The trucks came. But they
took the soldiers to the docks, and
they left not for Missouri, but for the
expanses of the Pacific, destination
unknown. After the harrowing experiences of a troopship-sleeping
four deep, weathering daily air raid
alarms, and throwing good money
after bad in numerous· games-St.
George and his buddies decided that
the White Star Line was not what it
used to be.
Without more serious mishap they
disembarked in Australia and found
themselves still in a democracy, but a
very different one from the homeland.
They stared at the Aussies, particularly the feminine ones, and the Aussies
stared back. It did not take long for
them to get together. But Australia
proved to be a bewildering land. Being so far south, it should have possessed the warm climate and romance
of a south sea island, but to the
army's disgust, all that it gave was a
four letter word beginning "r" and
ending "n" which the censors insisted
on deleting, since weather conditions

were a military secret. The land of
the kangaroo was such a strange
place, further, that the entire populace was bored with the war, and a
United States Army private was a
moneyed man!
The civilian population of Australia soon warmed up to the "Yanks,"
but not so another group. A number
of Aussie soldiers newly remrned
from Africa after two years of desert
fighting did not enjoy the ' spectacle
of their countrywomen's preference
of spandy clean uniforms and shiny
buttons. But the Yanks did. They
even introduced jitterbugging to a
people used to the fox trot, waltz,
and two-step for over a quartercentury; however, what the Americans called swing, the Aussies called
"nigger music."
'
The barracks provided for the
Yanks were a marvel to the Aussies,
but without the Comforts of Home.
The boys found themselves sleeping
on strawsacks in barracks warmed by
tiny hand-fired stoves. The shower
was a wheezy tin affair in which a
few brave souls at a time could defy
the cold while dreaming of the long,
shiny porcelain bath left behind.
One hundred twenty-nine cartoons
enliven the book and depict the soldiers becoming acclimated. Most of
them are either goony little fellows or
big dumb bruisers, and all cleverly
drawn. The author has mastered the
cartoonist's art-and it is one-of telling a whole story by means of a few
lines. St. George's language is as expressive as his cartoons. All in all, his
style is exuberant and racy and his
personality as revealed in the book,
the same. The tale he has to tell
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would amuse anyone, although some
might think he speaks too plainly.
Especially those people with sons or
sweethearts in Australia should get a
clearer picture of the living conditions, although they may hope fervently that St. George and his outfit
are not in the same company Sonny
is in.
JANET STEBEN BARTH

Anti-Semitism
THE DEVIL AND THE JEWS. By
Joshua Trachtenberg. Yale University Press, New Haven. 1943. 279
pages. Illustrated. $3.50.
HE

author, himself a Jew, feels

T that the various explanations that

have been advanced for the strength
and persistence of modern antisemitism fall short of being completely satisfactory. In the course of studies
for an earlier book of his, ] ewish
Magic and Superstition, he came
upon material which he believes furnishes an insight into vital factors
that have been so far overlooked, or
at least have not been sufficiently
stressed, in discussions of the antisemitic problem. The material in
question deals with the medieval
conception of the Jew. Trachtenberg's thesis is that this conception
has sunk so deeply into the "mass
mind" that it continues to work there
underground in despite of reason and
contrary evidence.
The book sets forth the various elements that entered into the medieval
conception of the Jew. There is, in
the first place, the "demonic" character ascribed to him. He is regarded
as being in league with the devil and
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as looking forward to the coming of
Antichrist, whom out of his hatred
for things Christian he will aid in the
destruction of Christianity. In harmony with this diabolic allegiance the
1ew is often pictured with horns and
a goat's beard and is supposed to be
distinguished by the foetor judaicus,
a foul stench which marks him as the
devil' s own.
Closely allied with this demonic
character credited to the Jew is his
reputation for sorcery, which was
inherited from the ancient world.
Naturally he would use his unholy
arts chiefly for nefarious ends. Jewish
doctors were held to be especially
adept at magic, but equally at poisoning. The consecrated host and sacred
images were reputed often to be
desecrated by Jews, partly in connection with their satanic arts, partly out
of hatred for their Christian significance. It was charged that Christian
children were murdered, their blood
being esteemed for its medicinal and
magical potency, it also being sometimes employed for ritual purposes.
All these accusations in part grew
out of, and drew strength from, the
fact that the Jew rejected Christianity. As an obdurate infidel or heretic
he was suspect of all evil. That he
also bore the reputation of being an
arch-usurer was an additional detail
that fitted perfectly into the picture.
Devil's apprentice, sorcerer, poisoner,
murderer, usurer, blasphemer, enemy
of all that Christians held sacredsuch is the nightmarish figure that
emerges as the medieval conception
of the 1ew. No wonder that the
people of the Middle Ages regarded
this figure, which to them represented
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the typical Jew, with horror, hatred,
fear, and detestation. No wonder that
they felt a justification, if not an
obligation, to visit on such a vile,
subhuman creature all the cruelties
that they could devise.
The book brings together and correlates a large amount of valuable
material, but while it is, no doubt, a
real contribution to the study of the
problem of antisemitism, we believe
it still does not touch bottom. For
one thing, we cannot regard a "mass
mind" with subconscious recollections
as anything more than a literary
fiction that has no scientific standing.
Again, we wish that Trachtenberg
had discussed the question to what
extent medieval Jews were themselves
responsible for the feelings roused
against them, especially through playing on the credulity of the ignorant
masses in the critical matter of sorcery. And, finally, we are convinced
that any valid explanation of Jewish
persecution and suffering must take
into account Leviticus 26.

Men on a Raft
83 DAYS: The Survival of Seaman
Izzi. By Mark Murphy. E. P. Dutton & Co., New York. 1943. 124
pages. $1.75.
the many incredible, thrilling
which have
come out of the present conflict and
the wars of all times, none surpasses
83 Days. True, the reading is not
entirely pleasant and is inclined to
make the reader squirm at his own
griping over minor discomforts. It is
the story of five men who were on a
Dutch luxury liner when it was torF

O tales of adventure

pedoed in the South Atlantic November 2, 1942. Izzi, the hero of the story,
comes of a middle-class Italian family
from Massachusetts; two men were
Dutch seamen, one seasoned, the
other a 17-year-old boy. The gunnery
officer, a sensitive intellectual, had
been a professor at Purdue U niversity. The fifth man was described as a
"rough and tumble sailor from Hannibal, Missouri." These men from
widely diverse backgrounds were confined on a space eight by nine feet
for eighty-three days with three weeks'
supply of food and water.
With swift vividness Izzi, through
the author, pictures the torpedoing
and consequent jump into the ocean;
the shrieks and wailing of the sick,
of men attacked by sharks, hallucinations which made him see stone walls,
ships whose crews were eating ham
and eggs; taverns serving cokes. Then
followed eighty-two days of watching,
quarreling, struggling to live-a tale
which the reader will not put down
until seeing the survivors safely to
land. Heartbreaking moments when
ships passed by without seeing the
raft were · followed by long periods
of weeping, till at length a convoy
off the coast of Brazil sighted them
and a United States Patrol Craft
edged over. The men on board were
waiting to greet them-with 3-inch
shells in their arms. (Since the Nazis'
use of life rafts as a means of luring
ships into submarine traps, every caution has been taken to determine the
authenticity of the shipwreck.) But
at length Izzi, down to 80 pounds
from his former 145, and his two
companions were carried aboard.
JANET STEBEN BARTH.
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For Men Only
PERSONALITY UNLIMITED: The
Beauty Blue Book. By Veronica
Dengel. The John C. Winston Co.,
Philadelphia. 1943. 495 pages.
$3.00.
ERE

is a book that tells women

all they need to know to make
H
themselves completely over. Personality unlimited-no less-is placed
within the reach of any member of
the smaller and fiercer sex if she will
follow directions, and it makes no
difference how stepmotherly nature
has been with her in the first instance. Let her but "polish and finish to flawless perfection" every facet
of her being as directed, and "that
new You will sparkle and gleam with
the brilliance and dazzling beauty of
a gorgeous stone." And how long will
it take to accomplish this astounding
transformation? Six weeks by the
Gregorian calendar!
The bulk of this review will naturally be apportioned to the beneficiaries-to-be, to wit, the as-yet-uncut
gorgeous stones. Since, however, quite
a number of men have paid up on
their subscriptions and since we do
not like to have these feel altogether
out of the picture, it has seemed well
to us to insert a few "asides" for
them, in parentheses. Women readers
will, of course, skip these parentheses,
which are scaled down to the crude
male mind.
Well, then, Veronica Dengel (let's
call her Ronnie among ourselves for
short) starts out with assuring women
that there are no heights to which
they cannot aspire. All can be successful, important, attractive, and
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charming. Those that have these attributes have earned them because
"they were fired by a grit and zeal
that carried them to their goal."
(Metaphor a bit mixed, eh?) Everyone can make himself over if he
will cultivate good habits and remove the weeds, the bad habits.
"Every day, rain or shine, you must
battle the weeds with shovel and
rake." (In our part of the country
we don't shovel weeds and we don't
rake them. We hit them with a hoe.)
After these preliminaries, control
of diet is discussed at length, with
detailed instructions on carving a
lovely figure out of a wobbly, blubbery one or, contrariwise, modeling
"the charming willowy slenderness
which all of us desire" out of a bag
of bones. Reflections on certain private natural processes come next and
are followed by a hearty endorsement
of bathing. Baths also , offer a good
chance to begin improving on nature
by going after "unwanted" hair with
chemicals, razors, sandpaper, tweezers, and bleaches. There are likewise
directions for slaying warts. (We
know a better way than any of Ronnie's: Count your warts; tie that
many knots in an elder sprout; throw
the sprout into a pigpen over your
left shoulder, telling no one about
it-this is very important-; the warts
go as the sprout rots. Never fails.)
comes the care of the skin,
N owtelling
how coarse-pored, muddy, blotchy, oily, or dry skin is made
over into "skin you love to touch." A
set of facial gymnastics (grimaces) is
pictured, for ironing out wrinkles
and the like. Then for the "make-up
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that makes you." It is suggested that the wonderful effect that can be
you "take a rainy Sunday afternoon achieved with stuffing-"fulness" the
and have a grand time making a new author calls it. She reports enthusiasface," with, of course, creams, rouges,
tically:
lipsticks, paints, new hair-do, and all
I have transformed dreary, forlorn
the rest of the "natural" helps. There figures in a few minutes by insisting on
are imaginative pictures, of freak this feature; I recall one instance where
faces "before and after." (I only a whole new personality was created:
the girl just "bloomed" when we prachope the baby doesn't fly off into fits
when instead of his mama's familiar ticed the harmless deception.
freak face that new creation comes
(Ronnie means, of course, that the
bobbing at it.) Chapters on the hair, deception was harmless to herself.
the eyes, the hands, and the feet What it did to the guileless yokel
follow in order. (Did you know, boys, who was probably taken in by the
that artificial finger nails are now to blooming new personality of the girl
be had for women who break off one and married her-that is quite anof those tapering claws that are so other matter. vVhen he found that
distingue? Fact.)
new personality was just stuffing and
Fifty-seven photographic reproduc- that, unstuffed, his bride was a
tions show a variety of exercises for dreary, forlorn figure, he may have
a variety of purposes. Our favorite is thought it a blooming shame that
"the parson's punch" and "the Ronnie has such bright ideas.)
The book closes with chapters
bumps"-a hundred bumps a day
wears excess upholstery away. Nor containing straightforward, sensible
must the wonderful "Tummy-Tite" advice on living within one's income,
exercise be passed over in silence. on speech, manners, etiquette, and
Here is a testimonial for it: "A client cognate topics. Suitable respects are
of mine took three inches off her paid to the necklace twister, lip biter,
waistline doing the 'Tummy-Tite' face picker, shoulder-strap hiker, girwhile waiting for buses, packages, or dle snatcher, nail-polish peeler, finelevators in department stores." gernail chewer, head scratcher, skirt
(Think of a "tummy-tite" fiend like pleater, space starer, powder-puff
that-if Ronnie isn't just spoofing pounder, pump twiddler, ring twirus!) A companion piece to this is the ler, chair-seat slider, hand waver,
story, in another chapter, of the man face maker, contortion twister, table
who learned three languages while drummer, and nose puller. All in all,
waiting for his wife to get ready. there is probably no better guide for
(This one sounds plausible. We have women who want to make themselves
known other strange things to hap- over in whole or in part. And when
pen to the language of husbands un- directions have been followed, how
der such circumstances.)
wonderful to know of the gorgeous
"Clothes Make the Woman," says product that results: "The Sum ToChapter 14 and shows how. Especially tal Is You"! (Oh yeah? Except mayinteresting to us was a discussion of be the clothes and the makeup and
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the new personality that comes and
goes with the stuffing and the arti-

ficial fingernail
things.)

and a few other

Holy Night 1943
0 blessed Christ Child may Thy holy hands
Be great enough and strong enough tonight
To stem the tides of tears that flow down sunken cheeks
And salt the meager bread of them for whom
There is no room in all the inns of all the worldIn pity reach out to the icy wastes of North Atlantic lanes
And warm the bodies of the men who weep
Their wordless pain into a shining shield against the
windReach down into the watery deeps and brush away
The blinding oil that blurs the eyes
And chokes the breath of life from men too young to dieMay men in loneliness and heartbreak feel
The tenderness of Thy blest hands, and make
The whole round earth a newer Galilee
Where all Thy healing power brings wonder
And forgiveness and relief to bodies pierced
And broken like Thine own on that black Friday long
agoRemember all the hurt, too deep for speech,
Which cries for understanding in
The mother hearts of half the world and send
The angel hosts once more to sing
"Of peace on earth, to men good will."
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MY FIGHTING
CONGREGATION
By Chaplain Wm. C. Taggart, U.
. S. Army, and Christopher Cross.
Doubleday, Doran and Co., Garden
City, N. Y. 1943. 173 pages. $2.00.
ILLIONS

of our people are vitally

interested in what our chapM
lains are doing for our men and
women in the service, and so many
of them will welcome this book which
is the first book by a front-line chaplain describing his experiences and
those of the men in his charge during
actual combat. Chaplain Taggart had
been serving a congregation in Texas
when the war clouds were first gathering on the horizon of our people. He
enlisted for service and first served as
chaplain in the regular army. He was
on his way to Hawaii with the 19th
Bombardment Group when the news
of the attack on Pearl Harbor came
while he was in the midst of divine
service. He shows us the change that
came over his men when they suddenly realized that they were facing
eternity.
Then follows the account of these
men and others in the battles that

followed and what the Christian religion meant in respect to their morale.
We see the chaplain in action in
North Australia and other sections .
He holds services in the jungle, in
rude hangars, and many other places
not remotely like a well-appointed
church or chapel; but the power of
faith and the effective work of the
Holy Spirit through the Word is
there, so that the chaplain has the
joy of seeing his men begin to take as
much interest in their souls as in
their bodies, and sometimes much
more.
The book is dedicated to the chaplains in the fighting forces and has a
foreword by William R. Arnold,
Chief of Chaplains.

THE AIR FUTURE
By Burnet Hershey. Duell, Sloan
& Pearce, New York. 1943. 258
pages. $2.75.
HE

present war has taught us at

least one lesson: the almost inT
calculable potentialities of air power.
It has become increasingly evident
that we can win only if we are airminded. And if we are air-minded,
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and back this conviction up with the
tremendous resources of our production-lines, there is no need for this
war to drag on until 1949, as one diehard sea admiral has gloomily predicted.
But to be air-minded means to be
aware also of the staggering possibilities which aviation can open up in
the postwar world. Those who are
farsighted and progressive and daring
enough to put their eggs into this
basket will have the future in their
grasp.
Mr. Hershey tells a fascinating story
of the history of aviation, its role in
the present war, and its possibilities
for the future. He comes to grips with
such questions as the much-mooted
"freedom of the air" and the place
of aviation in the postwar policies of
the United Nations. The author, a
well-known foreign correspondent,
speaks with undisputed authority on
his subject, and presents the case of
air-power in an engaging and convincing manner.

THE BATTLE IS
THE PAY-OFF
By Capt. Ralph Ingersoll. Harcourt Brace and Co., New York.
1943. 217 pages. $2.00.
EFORE the author of this book be-

came a soldier he was a successB
ful journalist, so his story combines
the observations of an experienced
soldier and the writing ability of a
good correspondent. It is therefore a
real contribution to the authentic
literature of the present war.
His story concerns itself with the
night march and surprise attack at
El Guettar, which, if you recall,
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formed a part of the winning of Tunisia from the Germans and Italians
in the Battle of Africa. The author
shows us vividly in the course of his
story what modern warfare requires
of the soldier in action, what it requires of the soldier in training, and
what it requires of the civilian on the
home front. The troops of whom the
author writes are the ones who later
started the Sicilian invasion and who
are now fighting the battles for the
conquest of Italy.

FIGHTIN' OIL
By Harold L. Ickes. Chapter Heading Sketches by Clare B. Metzger.
Alfred A. Knopf, New York. 1943.
174 pages. $1.75.
N

this book the Petroleum Admin-

for War uses his skilful
Iandistrator
s.omewhat forceful pen to point
out how tremendously important a
role oil plays in global warfare. He
speaks about the serious petroleum
problems which confronted our nation when war broke out in Europe
and when Japan attacked us at Pearl
Harbor and tells much of what has
been done to overcome the difficulties that were thrown into our lap.
In addition, he writes in his own
clever way about our country's present status as a producer of oil and
speaks of what the future may have
in store for us in the matter of ·Oil.
Naturally, all this leads him to discuss
the position of our enemies with respect to the liquid gold. Those who
have been venting their spleen on
Mr. Ickes because of the rationing of
gasoline should read Fightin' Oil and
thus give the Petroleum Administrator a chance to explain. The book
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contains a glossary of terms commonly used in what the author calls "petroleum language."

THUNDERHEAD
By Mary O'Hara. J. B. Lippincott,
Philadelphia and New York. 1943.
310 pages. $2.75.
wo years ago Mary O'Hara inus to young Ken McLaughlin and to his friend Flicka,
the handsome golden filly who
brought her young master so much
pain and such intense joy. My Friend
Flicka, Miss O'Hara's first novel, was
an outstanding success. Simple,
charming, and poignant, it won the
hearts of young and old. Thunderhead, which continues the story of the
McLaughlins, is a worthy companion
piece to My Friend Flicka. It, too, is
a beautiful book, the mature work of
an accomplished, talented, and widely
traveled woman who has the rare gift
of putting into fresh and luminous
prose her own extraordinary understanding of humans and horses as well
as her own great love for the Far
West.

T troduced

A CHILD'S STORY OF
THE NATIVITY
By Louise Raymond. Illustrations
by Masha. Random House, New
York. 1943. Unpaged. $1.50.
ERE

Louise Raymond retells in

simple, tender words the matchH
less story of the birth of the Savior
of mankind. Colorful and appealing
illustrations by Masha add further
charm and beauty to this fine book.
The third in a series especially designed for the very young, A Child's
Story of the Nativity, like A Child's

Book of Prayers and A Child's BO'ok
of Christmas Carols, makes an ideal
gift for the small children on your
Christmas list.

CHALLENGE TO FREEDOM
By Henry M. vVriston. Harper &
Brothers, New York. 1943. 240
pages. $2.00.
president of
H
Brown University, has given us
a book chockful of thought-provoking
ENRY

M.

WRISTON,

views and proposals. His program for
realizing the democratic way of life
for which many of our fighting men
are giving their lives is worth carefu 1
study. He believes that government
by bureaucracy, control of business
by administrative regulation, and
manipulation of the national economy for political purposes are stark
reaction-reaction that will throw us
headlong into the arms of men of the
stripe· of Adolph Hitler. High-sounding words about "new social goals,"
"bold social engineering," and "security from the cradle to the grave,"
argues Dr. Wriston, should not lead
us to disregard fundamental truths.
The book is stimulating even when
you disagree with the learned author's
conclusions. Dr. Wriston cries out:
This is no time for timidity; danger
calls for boldness and for accepting responsibility. There is a cost of war more
terrible than taxation. There is a cost
of war much more dreadful than a lower
standard of living. Ten million men
and women have already died-and the
end is not yet; American casualties are
just beginning. A hundred million people are refugees from their own homes.
Those tragic costs can be recompensed
only by a new birth of freedom.

I
November
•
Each month THE CRESSET presents a
check list of important articles in
leading magazines which will be of
interest to our readers

In a recent issue of Collier's
Amy Porter brings the story of a
new experiment: the School of
Alcohol Studies at Yale University.
Established only last June, this
school is giving both "wets" and
"drys" the opportunity to study
the known facts about alcohol dispassionately. Yale has for years
through its Laboratory of Applied
Physiology carried on important
research work on the effects of
alcohol on human beings. The
new course in alcohol studies has
the purpose of making known the
facts about alcohol to persons trying to solve the alcohol problem
in their own communities. Among
these facts are the following: Habitual drinking is a disease and
should be treated as such . . .
alcohol is an anesthetic, not a
stimulant ... it is a sedative and
to a certain extent a food . . .
it is not good for colds ... mixing
drinks does not make one drunker
... drinking is on the decline in

America compared to prohibition
years. . . . Pence James, in the
Satevepost tells about Dr. Franz
Polgar, son of a Hungarian schoolmaster, who fought in the last war
and, after being buried alive for
three days by an Italian shell, lost
his memory for a year and then
found himself able to read other
people's thoughts and gifted with
a prodigious memory. After studying psychoanalysis, hypnosis, and
other psychic phenomena, he
came to our country in 1933 and
has become a most popular lecturer. His ability to hypnotize
people is astounding and his feats
of reading the mind and memorizing facts are no less so. That he
also has his Achilles heel is shown
by the fact that he does not remember everything, as when he
was able to tell all the guests in
a hotel where he was staying their
room numbers but did not remember his own. . . .
Charles W. Hendel, Chairman
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of the Philosophy Department at
Yale University, sets forth an
"Agenda for Philosophers" in
Fortune. He holds that philosophers have a duty to perform in
the present crisis in human affairs. Thoughtful men and women
everywhere are struggling to become clear on basic values, such
as love, right, justice, and freedom, and their place in life.
These are philosophical problems, and philosophers should be
able and ready to offer assistance.
They should, for instance, help
men to see the relative merits of
science, philosophy, and religion
in the effort to build the good life.
Science has given great power into man's hands but has tended to
make him blind to other needs of
his nature. It can tell us much
about what is, but nothing about
what ought to be: it is neutral
in the field of values. There religion sets in, teaching man humility and the fact that he does
not have the last word and cannot determine the whole of his
destiny. It points him to abiding
moral values on which his whole

welfare depends. If philosophers
help men to see life as a whole,
Hendel argues, with the truths of
science, religion, art, and other
fields of truth in proper relation
to each other, they will serve men
well.
George W. Gray, in Harper's~
writes on "The Electrical Basis
of Life." He tells of the various
mechanical devices that have been
invented to use the electrical currents of the body for diagnosis of
normal and pathological conditions, among them the electroencephalograph, which records brain
waves and lends itself to a variety
of uses. Attention is then directed
to the theory of certain scholars
that organisms (including man)
are electro-dynamic fields and all
their activities are expressions of
the electric forces that compose
them, in interaction with other
electric fields. This theory seems
to open a vista of almost limitless
possibilities, but it does nothing .
to explain the mystery of man's
being, for it merely shifts it to
another mystery: the nature of
electricity.

"No government can be long secure without a formidable opposition."
-DISRAELI.

I

Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

C\ OMEHOW one doesn't expect the
0 harassed occupants of devastated combat areas to give much
time or thought to the movies;
yet reports from Sicily and the
I tali an mainland indicate that the
Italian people literally camp on
the doorstep of every available
theatre in the hope of seeing
American-made pictures. Five
years of M ussolinian and Hitlerian propaganda film fare have
whetted their appetites for films
stamped Made in Hollywood. The
0. W .I. has been quick to turn
this enthusiasm to good account.
vVorking in close co-operation
with the Psychological Warfare
Bureau, the Overseas Motion
Picture Bureau of the O.W.I. is
preparing an over-all film program
designed to aid the Allied Military Government in restoring
order in liberated areas as quickly
as possible. Many theatres have
been repaired and reopened. For
the regions laid waste by the
retreating German armies the
O.W.I. has provided mobile

motion-picture units which generate their own electric power.
Carefully selected entertainment
films are shown, as well as educational reels depicting many phases
of life in the United States and
documentary releases showing the
origin and growth of M ussoliniHitler tyranny in Europe. Warner Bros., M-G-M, Universal, and
other rna jor studios have already
superimposed French and Italian
titles and dialogues on many recent films, and, in anticipation of
invasions yet to come, Norwegian,
Danish, Dutch, and Greek versions are in the making. One can
only hope that the choice of films
will really be judicious. Think,
for instance, of the hopeless bewilderment of a foreigner who
accepts Crazy Hou.se (Universal)
as a true sample of things American! Perish the thought! To us
0 lson and Johnson and their mad
caperings are merely a symptom of
a feverish and slap-happy era. We
spend an hour laughing at their
ridiculous antics; then we dismiss
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them from our minds until they
pop up again with another essay
in lunacy. Crazy House, Olson
and Johnson's most ambitious
screen underta~ing to date, is jampacked with famous personalities,
with gags, jive, and hokum.
Corvette K-225 (Universal,
Richard Rosson) should succeed
in any land and in any tongue; for
the sea speaks a universal language. Designed as a tribute to
the men who sail these tough
little fighting ships in the dangerous sea lanes of the North
Atlantic, Corvette K-225 bears the
stamp of authentic realism. Director Rosson and his crew of
technicians and cameramen themselves made five trips to England
aboard Canadian corvettes on
active convoy duty; they actually
experienced the hazards portrayed
in the picture. In recognition of
his services Mr. Rosson received a
Navy decoration when Corvette
K-22 5 had its premiere performance in Canada on October 19.
Vice-Admiral Percy Nelles, of the
Royal Canadian Navy, made the
award. Quite by chance I heard a
competent critic express his
opinion of Corvette K-225. An
experienced sailor of the R.C.N .,
who has served on several corvettes on active duty, said, "It
was so real that, at the end, I had
a lump in my throat." He found
one fault. The dialogue, he
thought, was a bit, shall we say,

restrained. This sailor might
justifiably have added that the
plot is very slight and that, generally speaking, the pattern of the
picture follows that of several
other fighting pictures released in
1 943·
The United States Navy, too,
is playing an all-important part
in combating the submarine menace in the North Atlantic. The
J\Tavy Comes Through (RKORadio, Ed. A. Sutherland) is
dedicated to the gallant men of
the Navy and to their brothersin-arms who serve in the United
States Merchant 1\!Iarine-to the
men who daily and hourly wage
grim warfare, not only against
man-made weapons but also
against the titanic might of the
elements. Because The Navy
Comes Through is written around
a run-of-the-mill love story, complete with a suffering hero and a
noble and faithful heroine, it
lacks the unadorned realism of
Corvette K-225.
Theatre patrons really should
be warned to reinforce their
staying powers with something
substantial before they expose
themselves to Thank Your Lucky
Stars. In this super-supercolossal
release Warners have assembled
the great and the not-so-great on
their pay roll. Under the expert
direction of David Butler-there's
no denying that it took expert
direction to keep this three-ring
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show going-Eddie Cantor "Cantors" and canters through a series
of slightly nightmarish events, and
Bette Davis appears briefly-and,
to my way of thinking, very painfully-as a none-too-solid "sender
of jive." A host of other top-flight
actors and actresses come and go
in a more or less ordered pattern
of song and dance. Amusing and
entertaining for the most part,
there are occasional lapses into
vulger patter and off-color witticisms.
Another lavish musical comedy
is M-G-M's Du Barry Was a Lady~
directed by Roy del Ruth. Done
in technicolor, the screen version
of Cole Porter's Broadway hit of
a few seasons ago is somewhat less
vulgar than the original stage
play. Decidedly mediocre.
Not even Fred Astaire's fine
dance routines can make The
Sky's the Limit (RKO-Radio,
Edward H. Griffith) more than
mildly entertaining.
One of the simplest and most
appealing films to reach the screen
in recent months is Johnny Come
Lately (United Artists, William
K. Howard) , an adaptation of
Louis Bromfield's popular novel,
McLeod's Folly. The setting is a
small American town at the turn
of the century; the leading characters are a tramp journalist and
a quietly determined newspaper
publisher who has pitted her frail
strength against the wiles of the
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local political boss. James Cagney,
as the tramp, and Edward MeN amara, as the grafting politician,
are excellent; but it is Grace
George, veteran actress of the
legitimate theatre, who invests the
picture with rare charm and
genuine distinction. The supporting cast is unusually well chosen,
the direction is smooth and skilful,
and the stage settings are authentic reproductions of a bygone day.
As much as it is anything,
Heaven Can Wait (2oth CenturyFox, Ernst Lubitsch) is a heavyhanded attempt at satire. It seems
entirely unlikely that mature
movie-goers will be tempted to
take its shallow philosophizing
seriously or be tricked by its frivolous evaluation of virtue. It seems
equally unlikely that the younger
generation will give the picture
enough thought to be harmed by
it. It seems more probable that
they will regard it as a fairly
amusing but rather slow comedy,
to be seen and quickly forgotten.
The interest aroused by the novel
approach of setting the opening
scenes in the anteroom of the
netherworld is, in large measure,
dissipated by the long, tedious,
and somewhat smug recital of
pranks and escapades made by a
thoroughly commonplace principal character. For the most part
the acting is only fairly good.
Charles Coburn is the notable
exception.
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What's this? A Barrymore in a
horse opera? It cannot bel But it
is! Frontier Badman (Universal,
Ford Beebe) features Diana Barrymore in the role of a gambling
gal. The advertising blurbs would
have us believe "It's tough! It's
rough! It's terrific!" Tough? Yes.
Rough? Yes. Terrific? Dearie me,
no. As westerns go, it's not too
bad-but one can understand why
Miss Barrymore has decided to go
back to Broadway.
Forever and a Day (RKORadio) presents a cavalcade of
English and American stars in a
panoramic view of the history of

the Island Kingdom. Dedicated to
the English people who felt the
full weight of the terror-filled
months of the Blitz, Forever and a
Day is, in its quiet way, a very
good picture.
The Youngest Profession (MG-M) might well have been subtitled Spare the Rod and Spoil
the Child. Surely, no one over the
age of ten could possibly find this
ridiculous picture at all interesting. Brats, bores, and banalities!
Yes, I saw Tarzan Triumphs
(RKO-Radio, William Thiele).
Yes! Well? I agree with Lew Lehr.
"Peoples is the craziest things."
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LETTERS ,
to the

EDITOR
A Soldier Speaks
Sir:
I wish that I were writing you from
the approaches to Bougainville or
from somewhere behind the hills of
Rome. Our base is relatively far from
the sound of the battle zone, but
there is battle nevertheless-relentless,
patient, unannounced. And we are
winning.
At our outpost (Kipling would
have liked this place; in fact, I think
he did!), I am the commanding officer, with all the varied duties and
responsibilities of command. I have
a little difficulty, not apparent I hope,
in making instantaneous decisions in
what are, at the moment, highly important matters. So far, so good.
The Government has been kind to
us. Most of the foods and fuels which
you are denied at home are in these
wilds in abundance. Physically life is
not hard here, but it is not full, and
therefore it seems to me that it cannot be good. But we do not expect
to live the Good Life while we are
fighting for it. And are we?
This is a problem which is bother-

ing many of us. Of course, it doesn't
come up abstractly in discussions of
Platonic dialogs, but in bull sessions
about the men in the mines, the girl
back home, the Russian prisoners in
Cracow and the German prisoners in
Stalingrad, the people with dark
skins who get pushed around by the
lighter-skinned people, and chocolate
sodas with whipped cream, and movies untouched by bigoted censors, and
medicines as a matter of right for all
who are sick.
There is a vague feeling that, aside
from the obvious need to defend our
country, the fight is for a better world.
Perhaps the only evidence of whether
this feeling was justified will be found
when the men on the distant fronts
come home. Homecoming will be an
important political event, I can assure you. What disturbs me is that I
cannot understand how a man can
effectively fight for something better,
or know that it is better, unless he
knows what is good. Maybe he knows
naturally if only he is given a chance
to throw off the errors that man is
heir to. I like to think that the old
Hebrews meant that long ago when
they were telling their tribes about
Adam.
And how to convince those who
think they know what is good, but
somehow do not? I cannot imagine
variations or differences in the standard of goodness. Some of us are convinced that we know the standard.
The answer, then, I am sure is education that is purposeful, dealing with
the purposes and aims of the Good
Life.
This sort of thing could go on for
pages. I'm afraid it's ~l a little con-
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fused and unmilitary, but I thought
you might like to know that I sometimes manage to think of something
besides ships in the air and on and
under the water, and how to war
with and against them.

B.

A Pastor Speaks
Sir:
When a pastor writes "Merry
Christmas in the Prince of Peace" on
the Christmas cards he sends to his
members, most of the people are likely to think that preachers are "just
that way." They will look upon it as
theological phraseology, and perhaps
value it less highly than some of the
more common gushy, sentimental
rhymes. If they only knew how genuine that wish and how essential
that peace!
Mrs. A-- can't find time to worship. She's too busy in her candykitchen. She'll have a merry Christmas only if the season's business is
good. Or will she? "Merry Christmas
in the Prince of Peace." . . . Mrs.
B-- is going to have a baby soon.
I think the Christmas Gospel will be
more real to her than ever. Meanwhile she needs His peace. . . . Mr.
C-- doesn't like Lutheran music;
prefers the jitterbug, emotional variety of church music. As long as religion is merely emotional, where is
His peace? When the card arrives at
- - Street, I hope the Spirit will play
him a few bars of the unwritten score
the angels sang on the birthday of the
Prince of Peace. . . . Mrs. D-- is
commonly looked upon as unintelligent. Her hands are rough, and her

back is bent with years of heavy toil.
She has had little of the world's peace,
but deep in her eyes there glows
the light of a contentment few other
members know. When the card arrives she'll nod her head because she
knows what I mean when I say:
"Merry Christmas in the Prince of
Peace." ... Mr. E--'s peace lies in
his card-deck. This is the only entertainment he allows himself, but it
takes the place of the few moments
he can spend with the God who became man. My prayer is that he might
substitute His peace . . . . Mr. F-hasn't long to live. Shouldn't one
wish a brother the welcome sound of
the Christmas bells of eternity and
the open portals to the peaceful pastures of heaven? May he soon find his
eternal peace through the Prince of
Peace.... Mrs. G-- hasn't seen the
light of day for seven years. How
much darker would her Christmas be
if she did not know the Prince of
Peace. . . . The H - - family has
known little peace. The father is an
alcoholic. His Christmas will be merry
after a fashion, but his heart will be
empty-all because, though he professes Him, he doesn't know the Prince
of Peace. . . . Mr. I-- has entered
upon a mixed marriage. Things
aren't what they might be. How
happy their union if this Christmas
found them both believing in the
Prince of Peace! ... Mrs. J-- works
in a defense plant, neglecting her
children at home. It isn't patriotism,
but the old story of trying to find
peace in the dollar. "Merry Christmas
in the Prince of Peace." . . . Miss
K - is old and gray. She has several
children. The picture-book of her

December 1943
memory is not snow-white. May those
memories be blotted out by the
Prince of Peace. . . . Mrs. L--'s son
is a religious fanatic. Sometimes she
drops in for a moment's peace. "Merry Christmas in the Prince of Peace."
. . . Mr. M-- leaves today for the
navy. They say there is no hell on
earth like the hell of a naval battle.
But no matter how perilous his battle-station, his heart will remain courageous because it is filled with His
peace .... Some do, some don't know
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what one means by "Merry Christmas in the Prince of Peace."
People may think lightly of a pastor's Christmas greeting. It was the
same thing at the time of Christ. He,
too, had to sigh: "If thou hadst
known, even thou, at least in this
thy day, the things which belong unto thy peace!" . . . So once more,
though perhaps often in vain: "Merry Christmas in the Prince of Peace."
Pastor----.
Chicago, Illinois

A CHRISTMAS GIFT
TO THE MAN IN THE ARMED FORCES

Special .. Service Subscription .. rate: $1.00
[Please use the enclosed order form]

HE CRESSET Associates join in
T extending
all our readers
to

most sincere good wishes for a
blessed and happy Christmas.
These greetings include especially
our readers across the far waters
of the Atlantic and the Pacific.
... It is our constant hope that
another Christmas may see us
all together again
in a land which
has much reason
to be thankful
for the coming
of the Savior.
May His peace be
yours this Christmastime.

month we should like to call particular attention to the discussion
of Personality Unlimited by one
of our colleagues who insists on
remaining anonymous. Seldom
have we seen a criticism of a book
in which the reviewer so obviously enjoyed hims e l f. W e h a v e
no doubt that it
should provoke a
few letters from
the fair sex.
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Our letter column this month
presents an interesting contrast.
One letter is from
a young instructor
in Law now overseas and the other
is from a city
pastor. Both are
worth careful perusal.

Our guest reCONTRIBUTORS
viewers in this
FINAL NOTES
issue are Janet
Steben Barth, a
graduate of the
College of Arts
,.....
and Sciences at
~"''
Valparaiso University. (The Big
Our business department sugRock Candy Mountain, C/0 Post- gests that a word here might not
master and 83 Days) and Palmer be inappropriate to the effect that
Czamanske, Instructor in English THE CRESSET makes an ideal
at Capital University (Between Christmas gift. Somewhere in
these pages-we are reliably inthe Thunder and the Sun).
formed-you will find a special
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order blank for your gift subscrip'"~
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